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ALL  CELLULITE  i:^  NO  BALLS 


caedac  ble  Uu  roooiti.  I  awoke  u 
Ifc*  cack  of  iMxn,  ia  •  cold  iwoL  A 
piaty  eptptmy  bad  tunlcd  me  fran 
my  unul  (noteen  hour  ilumber. 
(Uke  many  bean,  I  flnd  mytelf 
needful  of  mote  tieep  in  (he  wiMer  moodit;  hibematioa.  U 
not  a  pmeat,  a  viaUe  optkn.) 

Caiiftg  into  my  loakini  glau  of  intnnpectioa,  which  I 
keep  ccnvtnieally  by  my  bedtiite,  I  uw  cellulile.  Qkibulei 
of  tefiulilve  fauy  lubatancet  ccnfretating  in  and  aiound  my 
brafat.  After  a  Ihomigh  eximinaoon,  I  dia(no«d  myself  (I 
mitio'*<'  >o  Hypochoodria  al  the  Peter  Picolo  Sdiool  of 
Medicine,  to  I  figure  I'm  qualified)  with  acuu  cillulitum 
ctrtbnuma.  bom  the  Latin  (or  "Yal  head". 

I've  put  myielf  on  a  Uriel  diet  of  Noam  Chomsky  and 
cut  down  my  intake  of  lVw'{C«rv>afly  renms.  In  other 
wonls,  I've  been  veiy  busy;  aerobicizing  my  synapses, 
cerebral  benchpiesso  and  five  laps  around  the  gene  pool 
eveiy  motning.  I'm  not  letting  my  schooling  interfere  with 
my  education,  as  they  say.  hi  an  attempt  to  slim,  tone  and 
pump  up  my  admittedly  flabby  bnin.  Thai  is  not  to  say  that 
I  haven't  been  goiitg  to  class  -  let's  just  call  it  selective 
attendance.  And,  I  assure  you,  would  that  I  had  an  essi^  to 
write,  I'd  be  procrastinating  most  ditigenUy  right  this  very 
minute. 

Since  my  awakening,  I've  ventured  forth  into  many 
unchartered  waters  and  let  me  assure  you.  shaits  are  not  the 
only  picdatacs  to  be  wary  of.  My  tint  posi-epiphany  foiay 
imo  the  peculiar  tuif  of  independent  edocatioii  was 
frighlenicg  to  say  the  least.  Riddled  with  the  well 
documented  aflUction  "libenl  hankrapcy",  there  seemed  no 


safe  hivta  for  critical  thoutbL  (Vkdns  of  libenl  bank- 
rupcy  suffer  from  each  lyinptoms  as  having  tuch  an  open 
mind  that  yotff  brains  fall  out  Not  to  be  confused  with  acuie 
ctUulUus  ctrtbnmua .) 

Meeting  al  the  St,  LawtoKC  Centre  on  January  22, 
people  of  rated  shapes  and  sizn:  gathered  hopefully  to  bear 
tome  fnA  peitpectives  al  a  (bnim  endilcd  "Reading  the 
Meifia:  What  We  Sec  and  Hear  and  Why".  Theambience 
waaeahilandng.  Perfaapaeihilarating  isa  little  strong.  Lei's 
Jas>  aay  dm  a  lot  of  people  were  riled  op  about  the  vaiioiu 
iqjustiees  of  the  media.  The  topic  is  of  gieat  concern  as  you 
will  lee;  many  of  our  fine  vmters  here  at  the  livtis  Herald 
have  chosen  this  to  be  the  focus  of  their  monthly  gripe. 

There  were  five  panelists  present  sharing  what  they 
feh  to  be  the  mosx  pressing  media  concem;  be  it  media 
literacy,  the  evils  of  television  or  dw  misrepitaeotatioo  of 
women- 
Elizabeth  Flynn,  a  drama  and  media  studies  teacher 
offetcd  some  titillating  comparisons. 

"By  the  time  a  chiM  is  in  kindergaiten,  he  or  she 
experiences  mote  media  houn  than  it  takes  to  earn  a  BA 
degree."  Hnunni.  Very  interesting.  Tbe  only  problem  was 
that  she,  like  many  indivhhials  in  the  teaching  profession, 
addressed  us  as  if  we  were  preschoolers  ourselves. 

Susan  G.  Cole,  playwrite  and  senior  editor  of  NOW, 
was,  in  my  estimation,  the  most  eloquent  of  tbe  spealters, 
and  also  the  mostefledive  in  addressing  dwse  issues  dial 
concern  me.  She  spoke  of  censorship  and  whether 
primetime  was  the  i^ipropriatc  forum  for  issues  of  sexual 
harassment,  assualt  miloi  other  such  refinements.  In  Cole's 
opinioa  primelime  is  the  ideal  spot  for  this  discussion  - 
quite  simply,  the  more  people  are  cooftonied  widi  these 


Issues,  the  one  diey  will  lUnk  about  Ifeera. 

Anywho,  I  Adn't  really  hear  anything  I  didst  know. 
Televisicn  is  bed,  reading  is  good,  atemative  pubficatkns 
arethebesL 

The  floor  was  then  opened  to  qoestioos;  some 
qoestioas  were  interesting,  souk  provocative,  nme  just 
people  sounding  off  to  hear  die  sound  of  d>«r  own  voice. 

At  this  particular  meesiog  of  the  minds  tbe  situatkn 
was  as  foUows:  three  oil  of  dx  frve  ptatfcnti  speakers  were 
of  die  female  pemasion.  and  a  good  cfaonk  of  the 
diacuasioa  had  a  femmisi  slant,  poiiitiag  an  accusatory 
fmgcr  al  d>e  "maleatieam'  media;  in  my  opinicn  a  plausiUe 
place  to  poin  it.  No  great  surprise.  The  andience  was  fairly 
repieseniational,  inchjding  all  varieties  and  hybrids  of  die 
^Kcies.  and  the  discussioo  was  tcmaiicably  inchoive.  So 
why  was  it,  d>en  thai  out  of,  say,  a  dozen  questiorts  from  die 
floor,  not  a  single  woman  got  op  to  speak? 

I  found  this  fad  to  be  curioits  and  troubling,  not  to 
mention  problematic.  1  haven't  quite  decided  what  to  make 
of  it  Did  the  women  in  the  audience  just  have  nothtng  to 
say?  1  doubt  it. 

Well.  1  was  stymied  to  say  the  least.  1  don't  know  why 
this  happened  •  or  happeiu.  What  is  it  about  that  type  of 
envirofuoeot  thai  intimidales  women?  There  was  a  moment 
when  my  heart  started  pounding:  /  had  a  question  which  / 
never  asked:  why,  in  a  forum  where  the  stifled  women's 
voice  is  txie  of  the  moss  urgent  issues  on  the  table,  did  oof 
one  woman  speak?  1  wouldn't  wau  to  answer  for  the  test  of 
dte  women  pctseni  that  nighl,  1  can  only  postulate  a  theory 
as  to  why  1  didn't  ask  my  own  bunung  questioii.  My  only 
lamcuable  expianalioa  is  that  I  just  didn't  have  the  •  excuse 
my  choice  of  words  -  balls. 


CONSPIRACY 

Yo  Editor, 

I'm  conviiKed  thai  Ibese's  a 
conspiracy  against  my  sanity.  Far 
too  often  I'm  silting  in  class  or 
walking  down  the  street  and  tome 
car  alann  repeatedly  goes  olfl  There 
is  however,  no  one  near  the  damn 
car.  ltdocsn'tstoplllgoesonandon 
and  on;  I  can't  sund  it! 

1  u.^ed  to  try  and  lalionalize  the 
situation  and  came  up  with  what  I 
thought,  at  Uie  time,  to  be  a 
reasonable  explanation.  Basically,  I 
Ihoujjiht  that  the  car  owiKrs  were 
paranoid.  ALami\  «em  like  such  a 
useless  item.  First,  if  snmeone  were 
10  vandalire  a  vehicle,  they  likely 
will  have  escaped  before  the  uwiKr 
of  the  car  returns.  In  addition,  if  the 
vandilistixtremely  huge,  would  the 
rar  owiier  even  want  lo  caich  such  ,i 
[wn>uu''  niiat,  if  sotiwonc  vvcit*  lu 
break  ui  and  steal  the  stereo,  they 
would  likel)  Hike  the  aljmi  alsi>,  as 
hii()pcncd  to  a  friend  ot  mine .  Fourth. 
w1hi.  m  TurLHito  would  do  anything 
It  sonltxMitf  tflvrs  car  wiaj  being 
V  lulaicd So  what  purptise  do  ihcv 
ser\e'.'  I  couldn't  answer  this 
qui-iiUoir.  1  believed  such  people 
were  really  naive  (b>  the  way.  naive 
is  just  Kvian  spell  bacliwanl.v.  Feel 
safer  .ibsHjl  lhal  v,aler  you  dnnk.'(. 
paramiid  suburbanites  who  ttiought 
thai  ciiy  loll,'  were  all  tot>lKr\  and 
vandals  or  gcncratls  m«-nice 
vcnttiit 

But  then  1  had  a  revelation 
Really,  have  yt»u  evci  seen  a  car 
aLann  oil  white  sonieooe  ssa.s 
tiymg  lo  rip  olt  die  stereo  or 
KOnielbiog'  Me  neither,  t'lu 
convutccd  that  these  dev  toes  are 


Letters 


installed  not  to  proltct  ihccar.  but  to 
usiuhnwwith  mind  atceringsonk 
5cqtiencies.  Think  »boui  U:  think  of 
the  number  of  aUnns  ihd  go  off^  in 
myprescxKc.  ThouuMfs!  Whatvc 
these  things  doin^  lo  me?  PtEASE 
HELP  ME! 

Name.  age.  addxvss.  sex,  (geikler?) 
and  race  withheM. 

I'm  sorry  y%}u  're  having  ntch  a  Hard 
tiittf.  i  want  you  to  ktum  yoa'rt  not 

alone. 


Television  Censorship 
Questions  to  Ponder 

iCtiy  lY  exempt  f^erhaps  Mas^ts 
suhscrihes  lo  a  hi}(her  order  than 
thi^CRTCA 

Why  can  ihcy  show  people  in 
bcj  together  hut  not  say  "fuck*".' 

Why  can  they  produce  shows 
cwvWmit  the  Oedipus  comf^ex  yd 

say  "im>lhcrfuctcr"? 

Wh>  tail  ihcy  $how  people 
leaving  lo  go  to  the  washfoocn  yet 
not  \a>  "'.hit"',' 

lusi  curiou^. 


CARP  GRIPE 

DearEkfitor. 

I  would  personally  Uke  to  thaidc 
the  Coalition  Agunst  tbe  Reform 
Patty  (CARP)  for  several  reasons: 

1.  Thank  you,  CARP,  for  making 
tbe  bead  of  a  racist  paity  look  bke 
tbe  defender  of  democracy  and 
freedom  of  speech  at  Hatt  House  on 
Januaiy  21. 

2.  Thank  you.  CARP,  for  proving, 
once  again,  that  bciog  politically 
cocTKt  tSsynociTmous  with  being  a 
pain  Ae  ass. 

3.  Thank  you.  CARP,  for  proving 
that  NkMaster  can  organixeaprocest 
better  than  we  can.  Mc  Master  made 
Pre^uoo  Maiming  kxA  like  a  racist 
in  froot  of  the  national  media  uroply 
by  askitig  burn  lough,  direct  and 
imettigent  tiuestions.  We,  on  the 
other  hand,  were  only  able  to  chan> 
silty.  rhyming  Uogaiu. 

4.  Thank  you.  CARP,  for  making 
your  protest  tiny  and  elitist. 

5 .  Thank  you.  CARP,  for  scaring  o tT 
pot^iaJ  protmers  by  making  iu> 
itc\  tike  you  have  to  be  a  cocnniuni^t 
in  urdci  to  hate  the  Reform  Pany. 

6.  Thank  yoo.  CARP,  for  making 
this  poteniial  pa>tc&tof  walk  nghi 
by  your  protest,  not  wanatxg  to 
as.UKiaied  wiih  cither  the  Reform 
Party  or  your  silly  IinleiWV'"^''f^i*^">"- 

7.  Thank  you.  CARP,  for  ruininj: 
your  o»n  caiwr.  You  have  become 
a  strong  ally  for  the  Refont)erN,  Ychi 
ckvcr  folk  xhould  gi\ e  yourseS  CN  a 
pat  on  the  back. 

Bnjcc  Wayne 

ThinJ  Year  Arts  and  Scieix-e  Student 


MUD  SWEAT  ±Sf  GEARS 


by  Leather  Friedland 


clI  now  1  know  for 
Kure.  TV  never  Ucs. 
Thc  ad  said.  "M-M- 
M-MONSTER 
TRUCK  MADNESS:  WfiXSEZJ. 
YOU  THE  WHOLE  SEAT  BUT 
YOU'LL  ONLY  NEED  THE 
EOCE!"  And  I  was  intrigued.  NoC 
unly  thai.  I  wasexciied.  Hdl  I  warned 
logo.  And  tiKn  -d  friend  of  niinc  who 
wofts  for  Cvuntiy  59  radio  called 
to  say  that  she  could  gel  tidm  for 
the  show  -  ai  the  Dome,  no  less  -  and 
I  was  beside  myself  with 
anticipation.  Oh  I  pulkd  out  my 
while  leather  boots  with  the  fringes 
down  the  back  quicker  than  you  can 
say  *^ud.  sweat  and  gears.**  I  painted 
a  pair  of  acid  wash  je^tns  onto  my 
shapely  legs.  I  put  an  extra  pair  of 
Lee  Prr!is-On  Nails  in  my  disco 
purse.  1  was  so  excited  I  had  to  calm 
my  nerves  with  a  peach  schnapps 
cocktail.  But  man,  1  was  ready. 

Well  the  guys  picked  us  up 
around  seven  and  ne  pil«l  into  Bill's 
Chevy.  He  was  pretty  diunk  but  it's 
really  funny  when  he  drives  that 
way.  He  preirndcd  thai  the  Chevy 
was  actually  a  Monster  Truck  uod 
Ed  made  those  big  truck  noises  that 
guysaregoodal.  We  were  laughing 
our  heads  off  and  then .  at  the  Dome , 


Bill  puked  oo  the  stairs.  What  a 
ctuy  guy. 

We  had  to  walk  all  the  way 
arotmd  the  Dome  lo  get  to  our  gale 
and  you  know  how  it  is  when  the 
cold  air  hits  your  l-shin.  Bill  just 
looked  01  me  and  said  that  he  wished 
we  could  have  gotten  one  of  those 
Dome  hotel  rooms  but  I  remembered 
hearing  that  you  had  to  close  the 
curtains  (odo  whai  Bill  h^  in  mind 
and  I  really  wanted  to  see  the  show. 
Besides,  it  wouldn't  have  been  fair 
to  Laura  and  Ed  because  they  didn  *  t 
know  each  other  loo  nell. 

Anyway,  we  wetu  in.  the  lights 
were  already  low  and  we  could  hear 
the  guy  on  the  loudspeaker 
introducing  the  tiiKks.  It  io(A  us  a 
white  to  find  our  seals  because  ev  ery 
time  a  truck  came  on  Ed  would  stop 
dead  in  his  tracks  and  just  son  of 
gaze  until  Laura  whacked  lum  upside 
the  bead.  But  we  Hnally  sat  down 
and  if  was  amazing!  The  scats  were 
even  better  than  those  we  had  for  G 
'n'  R.  1  nvan  you  could  feel  just 
ho*  mon.ster  those  triicks  really 
were. 

The  first  competition  was 
betw  een  this  led  truck  called  Gmv  e 
Digger  and  a  really  weird  one  called 
Snake  Bite.  The  driver  in  Snake  B  ite 


v>ss  wearing  a  snake  mask  on  his 
head  and  his  truck  had  fangs.  The 
announcer  was  explaining  how  the 
trucks  would  jump  about  ten  feei  in 
the  air  and  then  race  over  these 
parked  cars  in  the  centre  of  the  arena. 

Ed  and  Bill 
both  made 
their  truck 
noises  along 
with  the  real 

trucks  so 
Laiu"a  and  I 
got  the  whole 

thing 
in  Dolby  and 

it  was 
unbelievable. 


Then  all  of  the  sudden,  while  he  was 
in  the  middle  of  talking,  the  race 
suddenly  began  and  it  was  realty 
exciting  because  you  were  cxpcctii^ 
10  hear  the  announcer's  voice  but 
suddenly  all  you  could  hear  was 
these  trucks.  Right  Iben  I  knew  what 
the  commercial  meant  when  it  said 
that  you  only  need  the  edge  of  your 
seal.  The  race  only  lasted  about  thirty 
seconds  but  ^1  the  way  through  it 
looked  as  if  the  trucks  were  going  to 
smash  into  each  other  and  topple 
over.  Ed  and  Bill  both  made  their 
truck  noises  along  with  the  real 
trucks  so  Laura  and  I  got  the  whole 
thing  in  Dolby  and  it  \s  as 
unbelievable. 

Snake  Bite  won  which  pissed 
off  Ed  because  he  had  bet  Bill  that 
Grave  Digger  would  win  for  sure 
because  it  had  a  quadraphonic 
rVC  1 5  engine.They  started  to  argue 
like  they  always  do  andBill  told  Ed 
thai  be  uras  so  stupid  alt  the  time  and 
how  rould  he  know  ony^ing  when 
he  put  fifty  bucks  on  Buffalo  for  the 
SuperBowl.  So  Laura  and  I  decided 
to  go  and  freshen  up.  We  were  a 
little  worried  about  missing  iIk  next 
race  but  Ed  said  that  it  takes  a  long 
time  to  set  up  for  each  oiu  thai  we 
even  had  tune  to  get  him  a  beer. 

la  the  bathroom.  Laur>  pointed 
out  thai  there  were  a  lot  of  guys  at 
the  show  and  then  there  we  saw  this 
girl  who  had  this  amazing  jacket 
that  was  part  tike  a  fur  coal  aiKl  part 
like  a  jean  jacket.  Sbe  looked  Uke 
she  had  been  crying  but  then  Luu^ 
told  her  thai  her  jacket  was  way  cool 
and  the  girl  smiled  and  ofl^ered  us  a 
swig  from  her  flask.  By  then  we 
were  Idnd  of  lipsy  and  we  forgot  to 
get  Ed  his  beer  and  he  was  mad  but 
it  didn't  matter  because  it  turns  out 
that  you're  not  allowed  to  drink 
b(er  in  the  stands  at  a  Monster  Truck 
show.  Only  at  baseball  games. 

There  were  three  more  Truck 
races  in  the  first  half  of  the  show  and 


between  each  one  there  was  ctKMigh 
time  for  Laura  and  1  to  go  back  to  the 
can  and  lo  make  uire  ttiat  the  girl 
with  the  jacket  hadn't  done  anything 
siupid.  Ii  turns  out  that  she  was  just 
riding  a  bummer  becau.se  her  old 
man  was  talking  to  her  sister  all  of 
the  time  and  her  sister  had  a  pretty  a 
had  rep  for  stealing  other  people's 
guys.  She  wasn'l  suicidal  or  any- 
thing. She  was  just  getting  pretty 
drunk. 

Thenthere  was  this  competition 
where  these  realty  wild  cais  would 
pull  a  big  trailer  that  weighed  forty 
thousand  tonnes  or  something.  It 
was  the  loudest  event  of  the  evening 
but  otherwise  it  wasn't  as  cool  as  the 
other  stuff.  When  the  demolition 
derby  began,  Ed  said,  "lo<^  Bill, 
there's  your  Chevy!"  and  Bill 
punched  him  because  the  cars  down 
there  were  pretty  junky .  In  dw  derby, 
twelve  cars  had  to  drive  around  and 
smash  into  each  other  until  there 
we  re  onl  y  m  cars  left  that  cou  Id  sti  II 
go.  The  announcer  explained  that 
thecars  would  be  driving  ina  smaller 
area  than  usual  so  it  was  going  to  be 
an  extra  tough  competition  and  I 
guess  it  was  because  one  car  caught 
on  fire.  During  intermission  Laura 
iittioduced  Edtothe  ^  In  the  jackct- 
t  thought  &he  wKs  crazy  because  Bd 
was  really  cuie  and  had  a  jc^.  She 
said  thai  she  dfdn  *  I  like  his  commem 
about  Bill's  car  and  thought  she 
could  do  better. 

Anyway,  | 'm  not  going  to  bother 
describing  .'he  second  half  of  the 
show  because  it  was  exactly  the 
same  as  the  fu^t  half.  In  a  way 
though,  it  was  even  better  because 
the  winner  of  each  competition 
beoune  Monster  Truck  Champion 
of  the  Universe  and  got  to  go  home 
in  a  new  car.  Bill  said  that  be  was 
going  to  take  the  Monster  Trwk 
driver's  exam  as  soon  as  he  was  off 
probation.  And  we  went  home  in  his 
Chew. 


-TVs  Noxse 
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The  Past  Through  an 


by  Mimi  Choi 

I  am  cuiTtntly  on  page  178  of 
Cunille  PagUa's  Sexual  Personae. 
While  it  is  unorthodox  to  review  a 
book  unfinished,  I  feel  it  is  justified 
in  this  case  because  1  wish  to 
iccomnKfld  what  I  have  read  up  to 
this  point,  tome  one-third  of  the 
way  through.  I  plan  to  continue  and 
finish  the  book,  bul  this  task  may 
not  completed  until  long  after  I  have 
an  opportunity  to  write  of  il  in  this 
space. 

The  second  reason  to  lake  this 
time  to  speak  of  the  text  is  that 
Paglia  herself  is  becoming 
somewhat  ccnirovenial  for  what  she 
has  said  and  is  increasingly 
becoming  labelled  as  anti-feminist, 
a  ctfrious  label  in  these  times  when 
many  young  women,  and  many 
female  univeniiy  studems,proclaim 
themselves  indifferent  or  alienated 
from  feminism.  When  1  hear  or  read 
a  reference  attributed  to  Paglia.  she 
is  identined  as  slightly  strange  or  at 
least  removed  from  feminism  as  we 
have  becomefamiliar  with  it  through 
Betty  Friedan,  Gloria  Steinem,  etc. 
Our  concept  today  is  even  more 
removed  frtHn  its  sources.  How 
many  people  who  theorize  about 
feminism  have  actually  read  The 
Female  Eunuch  or  The  Feminine 
Mysiitiue  ?  But  having  hnuI  a  bit  of 
Paglia.  both  in  Siuuat  Personae 
and  the  absorbing  dinner  she  had 
with  Neil  Postman  transcribed  in 
Harper's  last  year,  my  response  to 
passing  references,  such  as  a  recent 
one  in  the  Chhe  and  Malt,  is  that 
her  words  have  been  taken  out  of 
comexi. 

This  circumstance,  mote  than 
any  other,  is  the  most  compelling 
reason  to  read  Sexual  Personae. 
Paglia  has  many  important  things  to 
say  and.  to  pick  something  at 
random,  like  "political  equality  for 
women  will  make  very  little 
difference  ir.  thisemotional  turmoil 
that  is  going  on  above  and  below 
politics,  outside  the  scheme  of  social 
life"  (p.l9  and  I  really  did  choose 
this  passage  randomly),  she  does 
appear  anii-teniinist.  And  her  book 
is  not  always  srtraoth  sailing.  The 
traditional  essay  style  of  presenting 
a  point  and  backing  il  up  until  it 
becomes  inefutable  is  not  Paglia's 
style  •  her  writing  being  more 
aphoristic.  Particularly  at  the 
beginning,  1  felt  (hat  her  writing 
evoked  that  of  Montaigne's  or 
Nietzche's,  in  deceptively  simple 
declarations.  Like  the  passage 
quoted  above,  my  initial  reaction 
was.  well,  where  are  you  getting  this 
and  why  should  I  believe  you? 

But  wiU>  a  little  perseveimce 
and  further  reading,  my  early 
skepticism  has  been  mollified  and  I 
am  more  f>  cinatcd  with  her  intighu. 
In  fact,  I  am  inclined  to  defend  her 
flal-out  statemenu.  The  woman  has 
much  to  say  and  it  takes  time  for 
evciylhingtotifl  through  the  diought 
channels.  In  the  Harper's  piece, 
she  identifla  herself  as  a  critic 
shaped  by  postwar  phenomeiu. 
Even  though  the  it  barely  a  decade 


younger  than  Postman,  a  traditional 
critic,  Paglia  remarks  that  the 
presence  of  television  and  other 
pervasive  media  has  allowed  baby 
boomers  and  alt  those  who  follow  to 
absorb  and  hold  seemingly  disparate 
messages.  Sort  of  like  reading  Dante 
while  the  latest  Metallica  video  is 
on.  Paglia's  position  encourages 
drawing  parallels  and  would 
maintain  that  they  ate  legitunjue. 

Sexual  Personae  'is  the  first 
volume  which  proceeds  historically; 
the  second  is  focused  on  the 
twentieth  century  and  popular 
culture.  Her  ambition,  stales  PagUa, 
it  to  fiue  Fruer  ud  Freud.  What  we 
have  at  hatld,  then,  ate  potent  ideas 
ofanthnipokjgyandpsychalogyihat 
aim  to  encompass  both  antiquity 
and  the  modem  age.  My  guess  is 
dial  success  in  realizing  her  goal  is 
less  significant  than  what  she  says 
page  aiftet  page.  This  is  why  one 
should  be  wary  when  her  words  (or 
anyone  else's,  for  that  matter)  arc 


'Woman's 
body  is  a 
labyrinth 
in  which 

man  is 
lost ...  a 

walled 
garden." 


mentioned  in  passing.  Because  some 
of  her  suiemems  appear  in  neal 
liitkt  packages,  like  "Apollo  is  the 
western  eye  victorious,**  it  Is  too 
easy  and  wrong  to  sum  up  her 
perspective  based  upon  a  few 
sentences  here  and  there. 

TYiis  it  why  the  charge  of  anti- 
feminism  il  inaccurate  and 
misleading.  Firstly,  Paglia  is  not  of 
the  breed  who  advocates  equality 
brcauie  gender  considerations 
should  be  tecondary.  In  fact,  she 
would  probably  say  the  c^pposite, 
that  gender  considerations  arc 
primary  and  so  the  sexes  can  CKver 
be  "equal. "  Her  discussion  of  gender 
differences  is  compelling  and  worth 
the  commitmcot  to  read  this  in  the 
Tutsi  chapter,  **5ox  and  Violence,  or 
Nature  and  An."  She  begins  ai  the 
nxN,  specifically,  the  genitalia.  Male 
genlialit  means  that  man  **is 
condemned  (o  a  perpetual  pattern  of 
linearity,  focus,  aim«  directednesat. 


He  must  learn  to  aim.  Without  aim, 
urination  and  ejaculation  end  in 
infantile  soiling  of  self  or 
sunoundings."  Girts  growing  up  and 
professional  women  are  encouraged 
to  think  in  these  terms  of  luKarity. 
focus,  aim  and  dirccicdness. 
valourizing  these  qualities  as  noble 
punuits,  but  its  anatomic  context 
reveals  how  mate-<niented  and 
inherently  misogynist  our  society 
is.  The  implicit  message  is,  your 
succe&s  depends  on  emulating  male 
charaoeristics.  For  any  wcmian 
accused  of  penis-envy,  these 
ihou^as  may  well  prove  handy. 

Female  genitalia,  on  the  other 
hand,  is  concealed  and  in  our  maJe- 
dominated  culture,  giris  and  women 
(and  boys  and  men  for  that  matter) 
are  not  readily  encouraged  to  know 
much  about  what  goes  on  inside. 
Pa^ia  notes,  "woman's  body  is  a 
labyrinth  in  which  man  is  lost ...  a 
walled  gxrden**.  and  then  turns  to 
more  graphk  imagery:  "Woman  is 
the  primeval  fabricaicHr.  the  real  First 
Mover.  She  turns  a  gob  of  refuse 
into  a  spreading  web  of  sentient 
being,  floating  on  the  snaky 
umbilical  by  which  she  leashes  every 
man." 

1  h^  ihcMJghl  when  I  first  read 
this  that  PugUa  lUiist  be  a  man-hater, 
a  view  which  1  held  until  pretty  well 
the  end  of  the  first  chapter.  Her 
comments  are  not  far  from  views 
expressed  by  many  feminists  and, 
while  this  does  not  place  her  in  the 
feminist  camp,  continued  reading 
reminded  me  that  simple  judgements 
are  not  adequate  or  relevant. 

The  most  interesting  portion  1 
have  read  so  far  is  the  chapter  tilled 
'"Pagan  Beauty."  particularly  the 
discussion  concerning  an  in  Athens 
nfih-ccntury  B.C.  The  smooth, 
pristine  statuary  that  is  considered 
at  the  centre  of  Wcstem  civilization 
is  placed  in  context  with  the 
homoccntric  aesthetics  of  the 
society.  This  time  period  is  the  apex 
of  Apollonian  values,  more  male- 
oriented,  over  the  Dionysian.  more 
female-oriented.  The  struggle 
between  the  two  is  Paglia's  analogy 
of  gender  relationships,  and  she 
views  it  as  an  eternal  confroniaiion. 

Less  satisfying  ts  the  chapter  on 
Italian  Renaissance  an.  along  with 
the  absence  of  the  medieval  period. 
Paglia  hei«lf  is  of  Italian  heritage 
and.  while  she  mentions  herafToction 
forgaudyCathoUc  icooography.this 
secnts  to  restrain  an  extensive 
commentary. 

Paglia's  approach  is  Eurocentric 
for  deliberate  reawns,  but  she  does 
no4  ignore  non-Westem  cultures. 
Her  focus,  however,  is  (he 
valourisaiion  of  an  and 
condemnation  of  liberalism  in 
Western  society  and  her  comrtKnis 
and  observations  are  valuable  to 
anyone  with  an  interest  in  these 
ai«as.  My  own  prediction  is  thai 
Paglia's  writing  will  continue  to 
cause  a  stir  and  this  will  be  useful 
among  those  who  read  her  book,  to 
which  I  will  now  return. 


ODE  TO  THE  SPRING 

(SPF  30  recommended  for  sensitive  skin) 

Skin. 

Tbuchinj  akin,  (my  skin) 
Hibensaliao  aroiued  by  {alae  sprint. 
Bloaaooiing,  Uooming  -  buratutf  - 
Petala  faUoif. 

Hie  no  heata  the  tkepfaif  earth. 

Wairtu. 

fitsna. 


Impresied.  Sa^BCcd.  Heated. 

Widi  knowlodfc^ranti.  IdMoric?) 

Tte  iiMneat  wai  periDO.  [perfectly  piaoDect?  pinfictahte?] 

Hcattancv.  HoUliif  oCT,  He«L 

Hie  profoiae  of 


I  btoaaoned  BioomeiL  Baru. 

My  petal!  Ul  to  the  pximi  araood  Be. 

And  for  thai  perfect  [  |  raoaicai,  I  wxi  wa 

I  Kid  I  mated  to  take  you  ta  toy  mouth. 
I  You  nU  yo»  didnl  waol  a  gitUhead  I 
I'm  to  any  u  talk  la  [to  hmf] 
I  laid  I  lOad  Hh  way  yen  kiaaed. 
Yoa  laid  I  wit  hot 

Hot?  Hoi  10  tbe  touc^.T 

PiiU-of-dcairtbolT 

Hoi  10  Ike  Icocb. 

HoiAin. 

Bunting. 

Burnt 


 -  mm  •  • 

WHEN  THE  SHIT  HITS  THE  FANS 


by  Blitz  and  Noam  Freeman 


Fuck  dw  Varsity.  Fuck  the 
Newspaper.  Fuck  the  Mike.  Whu  is 
needed  is  infomiil,  unpreteniiiHU 
press.  And  for  dut  it's  ehher  the 
NewEdillon  or -ytyl-liK Herald. 
So,  in  a  spirit  of  inler-paper 
cimariderie,  me  and  Noami 
Freeman,  music  edilnm  of  the  New 
Edition,  decided  to  check  out  s«ne 
bands  and  do  a  laid  back  interview/ 
chat  session  thing.  What  you're 
about  to  read  is  pan  one.  Pan  two, 
with  mote  on  SifKn-AiuiJt  and  other 
goodies,  will  be  in  the  next  issue  of 
the  New  EdMon. 

MB:  They  gather  in  darkness... 
NF:  To  discuss  the  stale  of  modem 

music. 

MB:  Two  young  critics  with 
voluminous  eighties  melodic 
hardcore  collections. 
NF:  Mine  might  not  be  as  melodic 
as  yours. 

MB:  Mine  might  not  be  as  abrasive 

as  your^.  So  together  we  cover 

everything. 

NF:  Yin  and  Yang. 

MB:  Light  and  darkness. 

NF:  C*rij(  on  a  Cruirh  and 

Superchunk. 


MB:  So.  We're  gathered  here.  We 
ore  dictating  this  by  candelight, 
which  is  c-isential  becau.se  we're 
playing  thencw5t//>err/u/nJt  album. 
NF:  And  the  Superchtmk  album 
deserves  every  real  natural,  hot, 
burning  light  source.  Briefly,  I  think 
we've  already  surmised  that  their 
melodic  hardcore  album  collection 
from  the  eighties  is...  is  too  big  for 
words,  so  they  call  thenvtelves 
Superchunk  because  diey  have  the 
supcresi  chunks  of  wax  known  to... 
mankind. 

MB:  They  played  the  Opera  House 
recently .  Opening  up  for  Ihem  were 
9S0A  -who  we  saw  one  song  of  and 
who  we  son  of  think  tucked,  allho 
we  probably  sbouUn't  say  thai 
without  hearing  more  than  one  song, 
but  heck- and  CfC.  Whenlfuflsaw 
them  fUlC)  they  were  a  ganigey. 
punky,  Sloogish  band,  and 
appaiintly  they  turned  into  a  soul- 
ish  band. 

NF:  When  I  saw  them  Ibey  were  a 
country  aci,  with  a  big  fat  singer 
with  an  acoustic  guitar  and  a  beard 
and  a  cowboy  hat— 
MB:  And  now  they're  a  treoameul 
'*punky''bandandpreayobnoxi«a. 
NF:  Although  I  always  dwugbtthey 
were  obnoxious,  but  that's  just  my 
opinion. 

MB:  The  lead  singer  has  a  Fnnkie 
Venom-ish  charm,  allho  he  may  be 
staning  lo  tale  himself  seriously, 
which  is  a  dangerous  trap.  When  he 
was  writhing  his  body  in  lime  with 
the  drum  solo  it  was  preny  silly. 
Siill,  he's  dcfmilely  the  highlight  of 
the  band.  The  show's  highlight  was 
"Bomb  Boys",  a  song  off  their 
incrediblealbum.Oiu-Guroif.  Buy 
it,  skip  the  band  live.  They  used  to 
be  the  type  of  band  that  would  induce 
minimalist  composers  of  avantgaidc 
music  to  dance  on  labtes  after  two 


beers:  now  they  inspire  Scarberians 
lo  wave  their  lighters  in  the  air... 
Anyways,  onwards.  Noami,  what 
were  your  reactions  xoSuperchimk? 
NF:  Small  people.  Definitely  ihort 
hair  and  Imposing  attire  is  in  for  true 
hardcore  fanatics. 
MB :  And  they  were  doing  their  best 
10  bring  back  the  pogo.  (Hint!  Him! 
all  you  hardcores.) 
(More  on  Superchunk  in  the  next 
issue  of  the  ^/ewft^non  *  check  h 
out.) 


MB;  Rubica  is  a  trained  actor  and 
realty  puts  henelf  into  her  song. 
NF:  Siich  a  strong  voice.  Don't  even 
think  of  Stncad  O'Ckmnor. 
MB:  She  started 'off,  in  Ihe  finl 
song ,  singing  Indian  scales,  she  sang 
a  jazz  tune  later  in  die  set,  ihey  did 
their  originals.,.  One  nice  thing  too 
was  diat  they  took  requests,  and  that 
the  audience  had  requests.  Doug's 
songs  -  he  and  Rubica  write  - 
definitely  grow  on  you:  Ibey're  not 
immediately  oacfay:  they're  songs 


SOULSTORM 

MB:  Let's  talk  about  Soulsiorm. 

Let's  talk  about  hell. 

NF:  (vomit  noises) 

MB:  Let's  talk  about  boring,  silly.  .. 

NF:  Egos  widi  delay  pedals. 

MB:  Anticlimactic... 

NF:  Unprofessional  but  trying  to... 

MB:  Tiying  for  die  vrorst  aspects  of 

professionalism. 

NF:  Like  good  sound  for  puking 
noisea.  (The  vocals.) 
MB:  "You  wiU  all  die.-  (Growled) 
They  were  attempting  lo  be  heavy, 
frightening,  indudriat  and  metal  and 
failing.  Horrible  band. 


BIGMOUTH 

MB:  They're  basically  a  two-piece: 
Doug  Anderson  and  Rubica  Singh 
Wataicb.  They  have  a  three-song 
cassette  out.  Doug  is  an  amazing 
ibydmiguhatist.  Rubica  sings.  Some 
songs  they  do  with  a  laUa  player, 
some  with  a  bass  player  and  conga 
player. 

NF:  The  first  song  was  hypnotizing. 
This  totally  gorgeous  woman,  with 
an  amazing  voice  and  a  guy  beside 
her  playing  the  rhythm  guitar  like 
I'd  never  heard  and  die  sounds  that 
came  out  of  Rubica's  throai  were... 
primal,  beautiful. 


you  think  about.  If  you're  into  going 

out  and  getting  dnink.  Bigmouth 

are  not  the  band  to  see.  But  if  you  're 

into  seriously  good,  seriously 

intelligent  nuisic... 

NF:  Oieck  Uiem  out.  The  bottom 

line. 

MB:  They're  playing  Febivary  16 
at  C'est  What  and  March  10  at  Ihe 
Cameron. 


THE  LOWEST 
THE  LOW 


of 


MB:  So  if  anyone  sees  it,  please 
renim  it  to  her  -  it  was  last  seen  at 
Dinton's...  It's  an  archetypal  rock 
band  lineup- tmensedrummer.cool 
bass  player,  casually  cool  singer, 
and  of  course  guitarist  Steidien 
Stanley  (btolbeT  of  Innis  alumnus 
Rob  Stanley)  doing  his  rock-god- 
wiib-a-aense-of-humour  poses  in 
front  of  his  amp. 

NF:  He  was  really  cooL  They  are 
sexy  in  a  non-sexual  way. 
MB:They  have  acassette  out  called 
ShaktspeareMyBun.  whichisabh 
expensive,  but  excellent.  They  are 
totally  a  pop  rock  band.  They 
combine  three  currents  of  rock:  die 
gorgeous  three  chord  catchy  pop 
side.the"we'regonna  fucking  rock" 
energy  side,  and  the  inteltigent, 
ironic  side,  especially  lyrically  - 
Westeiberg  meets  Costello. 


MB:  Bigmouth  gigged  a  while  buck 
with  perhaps  die  premiere-  certainly 
Ihe  beat  known  -  representatives  of 
the  new  Tcnmto  scene,  TV  Lowest 
of  Ihe  Law. 

NF:  The  show  at  CUinion's  was  not 
God,  but  wasaGod-like  experience. 
MB:  There  was  more  of  aperf  aimer- 
audience  seperation  at  this  show 
than  Ibey  normally  have.  They  were 
more  of  a  band,  lalher  than  your 
fellow  drinkers  who  happen  lo  be 
great  soogwritcra  and  players. 
NF:  They  were  a  completely  together 
band,  and  diey  weren't  like  I 
imagined.  I  didn't  imagine  die  long 
hair,  or  the  checked  shins  — 
MB;Canwesayi{ep(aremen/5  circa 
1985? 

NF:  the  gum-chewing.  Ihe 
nonchalant  hipness.  They  nude  me 
dance  my  ass  off. 


CLIMAX 


I  BAND 


MB:  Well,  we  don't  know  anything 
about  the  band,  but  we  just  might  as 
well  say  that  they're  incredible  and 
Ihcy  play  every  Saturday  afternoon 
at  the  Chick'n'Deli  ai  Ml.  Pleasant 
and  Eglintort 


KNDnote 

Okay.  That's  thai,  and  I've  still 
goi  sonie  Muff  to  say  that  we  didn't 
get  10.  like  Ihe  fact  that  surrender 
dorothy  arc  playing  at  Han  House. 
March  5.  and  ihey  rule  In  a  heavy 
grooving  way.  Check  them  ouL 
(They  are  also  playing  Lee's. 
February  14,  wiih  Dig  Circus,  who 
you  know  already  are  great,  and 
Gideon  aruJ  ihe  False  Idols,  who  1 
have  no  knowledge  of.  Check  that 
out  too.) 

On  the  recorded  front.  Lookout  I 
Records  are  trying  to  bankrupt  mc. 
They'vere-rcicascdOjvr<i//ort/vy'f 
classic  Encr^  album,  the  album 
thai  fiilfllU  every  promise  the  Clash 
and  Stiff  Little  Fingers  nude  but 


didn't  ftrilow  through  on,  and  added 
inOp  Ivy's  six-song  debut  EP  and 
two  tracks  from  a  Msjumum 
Rocknroll  compilation.  It's  about 
the  best  cdlecdon  of  high  energy 
tuncagc  you  could  bc^  to  fuwl 
They've  also  re-rele«sed  Green 
Day's  first  album,  with  some  EP 
tracks,  whkrh  is  beautiful,  plus 
released  their  second  album 
Kerplunk.  There's  also  a  new 
ScreechiagWeasel  album outcalled 
My  Brain  Hurts,  which  I  haven't 
heard  but  af^nrently  cranks  some 
rockin*  pc^Korc. 

And  finally,  one  caniKM  neglect 
to  mention  the  godlike  BtatzlFUth 
split  album,  two  doses  of 
refreshingly  pure  punk  angst  and. 
well,  fucking  hatred.  Filth  are  the 
more  conventional  of  the  two,  with 
a  mtd'tempo.  slightly  metal-tinged 
hardcore  attack,  fronted  by  Jake 
Filth's  shrieked/growled  vocals 
about  shit,  corruplioa,  pain,  and 
"fucking  rebellion".BIalz  have  more 
of  a  gaiagey  punk  sound,  and  beyond 
that  are  almost  indescribable. 
They're  a  total  hatred  and  angst  and 
sheer  lum'mous  youth-energy  party 
on  vinyl,  always  out  of  control  but 
building  their  own  order  from  the 
chooA,  and  alv/ays  in  your  face.  As 
ihey  so  poignantly  declajie:  "We're 
not  gonna  piss  in  a  cup  /  No,  we're 
gonna  FUCK  SHIT  UP!!"  Truly  a 
transcendent  experience. 

And  ol  course,  for  a  polar 
oppasiie  in  altitude.  Lookout!  also 
has  an  album  by  Fifteert  called 
Swain's  First  Bike  Ride.  It's 
defuiiiely  punk,  although  with  some 
more  convent  itmal  rock  sty  lings,  and 
the  recording  is  definitely  trashy  in 
a  good,  exciting  way;  but  the  lyrics 
ant  complciey  peace  and  love,  even 
though  half  of  them  are  growled. 
Completely  convincing  and 
inspirational  music  that  -  like 
Operation  Ivy  and  Scherzo  - 
completely  restores  my  faith  in  punk/ 
hardcofcas  a  truly  righteous  musical 
force.  Wow. 

Be  cod,  en  joy .  and  su^^ort  y  our 
scoie.  and  1*11  see  you  out  there. 


LocalScene 
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■  byTrevorBaUa 

mi  I IM  afqiMlky  o«  tboc 
Hat  k  «  lln  «f  my  paneul 
twMnttii  franhep—  ywr. 


CkniMacinsipteexpKtedllraB 
dieilnwnyMroMgBtof  vinawo 
■OdliiibwIrocUatbwd. 

ParVKlmifiilCafmaKimM^ 
VJL  rtwn  in  tbK  Ibey  Kill  have 
CBom^  fixcckft  to  Iw  ibca  w«U  in 
tatte  ButoeMwy.  I'm  tm  Blitz 
wiU  be  phawd  la  iKar  rtat 

A  |iett  ooBectioa  of  (mvlauily 

unnlMiRi  mtaritl.  wfald  wu 

IxnOBaUjr  wkcted  by  Sttvle't 

bradNT  JTsnle.  The  iatlnuianttl 

venioB  ef  Hsodrix'i  "Little  Wiii(" 

ii  wen  «anb  die  inCB  of  ibe  tlbein. 

7.ICETr 

OritMGaifjltr 

ThU  tBwm  U  wd)  wocth  i  lineo 

beautei(i>udi«Rfleclk»ofli(e 

in  the  niiKtia.  The  fonneir  pat 

member  (bcauet  bow  yoodu  «n 

milled  by  the  rewndt  of  milerial 

tvctbii,  dot  they  will  do  eaydiini  to 

•dileve  power.  TUt  is  the  decide  of 

alme  tnd  viotesce  end  be  T  doei » 

gmttjeb. 

6.  Staple  Mliide- 

Vefy  Isdmue.  A  letan  to  the  oyie 
they  lost  itelbe  nnea  of  "Dni'l 
You  Fatget  About  Me." 
S.  Baddy  G«y- 

Darna  Klghi.rve  Got  The  Blues 
Even  Ihougjh  the  ^ftom  i>  geaetelly 
over  ptoduccd,  it  still  shows  Ony  It 
hit  guitar  flamin' best  It  it  good  to 
see  him  nnelly  getting  the 
recognilioo  he  so  justly  deserves. 
4.MeUJUc« 

lllucps  pounding  and  poundiogind 
pounding  and  pounding  and 
pounding... 
3,Vba- 

Roomi  In  My  Falha's  Home 
Discovered  by  Sling  fai  a  SanU 
Monicacbtbonly  playing  an  Afticin 
tatkiag  dmm,  Viu  put  out  a  debut 
±11  stint  the  soul  withUs  pasaioaate 
vocals,  I  never  duvght  I  would  say 
dds,  but  tfaanks  Sling. 
Z.UrbM>DMM«84Md- 
LUt  'ri  PmpecArti  bt  a  OeiaSiu 
Cnatover 

One  of  the  few  groupa  thai  cm 
swxeaaAdty  mold  lock  and  rap  into 
a  disdnctive  sound.  Eveiy  track  was 
durooghly  etOoyaUe.  The  only 
diing  1  didn't  like  about  die  albom 


wai  liMyoB  bad  Id  etadmriy  fera 
copy  erf  (be  iyrica.  TUa  becaaae 
eapKlaUy  aanayini  when  I  cmdd 
hvdfy  oadomnd  the  voole  of 

l.blMrtWard' 

PtarHettU 

After  beiof  in  teriuaion  for  over 
rvMy  yean,  Haaouod  Scott  of 
Black  Top  Recoids  tracked  down 
Wan)  avl  threw  Un  back  imo  the 
midk).  Aiaaed  widi  ■  Fedder 
Stratocatter,  hia  iradenuurk 
Mi^gBatooe  imp,  and  bis  looibiiBg 
vooiU,  Ward  otatu  lu  aflwm  dnt 
can  only  be  called  a  modem  dqr 
maateipeke.  Tbe  ifaeor  bxotiily  of 
hie  guiiar  and  vocab  can  warai  the 
coldeitaftaeatt.'iliobatWardma 
doia«  ikai  Heodiix  bcfote  ibtd 
IHendiiiiwaadoiBtlimilfandriit.''- 
LoonleMack. 

Hooourable  Meittion: 


nw  ReoOO' Cyify  £iimiiMdiitg> 

AHwrtCsMaia- 

Ictman 

ImBmrVtulnf- 

ThtPomrOfUne 
SkUKew- 

StaxtToTtteOrtni 

BestVkteo: 

•rmTooStxf-  -K^SMfm 
Hey,  when  didHanzandFnnz  sign 
areoonldeal? 

Worst  Video: 
-UuintMymsUm'  -R£M. 
What  the  bell  was  ttat?  Well,  at 
least  I  bad  a  good  las|^. 

Best  Album  Coven 

Nlrvan  -  Afrvermlnif 

The  entire  concept  was  very  clever. 

Best  Concert: 

Baddy  Gay  with  John  Cnnpbdl 
at  dK  Balfaura  St.  Theatre.  The 
house  was  rocking  all  night, 
especially  when  Guy  walked  onto 
iliebalcooy.  The  only  problem  was 
thaijohn  Campbell  placed  samplcn 
of  Ms  new  album  on  each  teat.  I 
finally  figured  out  why  I  was  so 
ttflcomiiittabte  during  die  conceit 

Most  Improved  Artist: 

U-TSpyi- 

7W>it.„ 

After  Iwo  albums,  the  band  Bsally 
has  a  diitinctive  sound  itistead  cS 
going  off  into  dtCcitat  dlncliaDt. 

Best  New  Artist: 
The  Eric  Gak*  Band. 


MUSICAL  SUICIDE 


by  Chris  Hunter 

Ok  —  the  \a^k  today  U,  like, 
music.  On  thil  boser  note,  I'U  rtin 
right  in  on  thai  Bryan  Adams  Can- 
Con  thing.  Sure,  like  everybody  else 
I  thinJc  it's  stupid  Bry  has  to  miss  out 
on  something  thai  virtuatiy  hinges 
00  his  binhrighi,  and  1  understand 
why  he's  mad.  but  he  shouldn't  slag 
off  the  system.  After  ill,  be  sure 
took  advantage  of  iL  There  be  is, 
with  his  jerky  manager,  saying, 
virtually,  thai  Cuiadian  content  laws 
suck.  Thai  shit  is  uncalled  for. 
Especially  his  manager  puoing  down 
Tom  Cochrane,  saying  'Ihc  only 
reason  you  hear  crap  like  Tom 
Cochrane  is  because  of  the  content 
la  ws."  Well  ,excu5ez-4Dot.  but  1  tfiink 
his  "No  Regrets'*  tune  is  rockin', 
compared  lo  a  lot  crf'the  "Kids  Wanna 
Rock"aDd"Heaven"&hii  that  Adams 
churned  out  ■Aer^'CulsIikeaKnife'*. 
<Maybe  Bryan's  manager  is  pissed 
because  CochraxK  flred  him  a  while 
back  —  and  if  you  ask  me.  it's  had 
a  positive  effect  on  Tom's  career.) 
And  those  content  laws  forced  me  to 
listen  to  "Summer  of  '69"  one  too 
many  times,  too. 

1  didn't  really  mind  listening  to 
Bryan  when  he  came  on  the  radio.  I 
knew  the  system  was  working.  1  had 
faiih  that  no  matter  what  the 
Americans  threw  at  us.  wc  were 


protected  by  a  law  that  made  sure  I 
got  my  dose  of  BTO.  Voivod, 
Maestro  and  what  have  you.  If  thai 
mean!  another  ^in  of  Bry,  then  so 
be  it.  But  be  was  wronged,  man.  1 
sympathize.  Just  because  a  British 
guy  collaboraied  with  him,  he  can't 
enjoy  the  benefits  of  mandatory 
airplay  on  Canadian  stations, 
including  Much.  That's  not  fair  to 
him.  Bui  bureaucracy  fucks  up 
sometimes.  It's  Kaika-esque.  There 
are  pros  and  cons,  but  you've  gotta 
weigh  them.  tPersonally,  I'm  not 
that  depressed,  because  if  I  hear 
"Evcryiiing  I  Do  (I  Doit  for  You)" 
again.  I'll...  well,  let's  just  say  I've 
teaxned  the  lyrics,  and  I  don't  have 
the  album.) 

I  think  we  need  Canadian 
content.  I  even  saw  a  baiul  do  a 
Barney  Bentoll  cover,  so  someone 
must  tike  him.  I  must  confess  to 
liking  Miisou's  stuff.  (I  like  one  line 
in  her  new  uuie:  "Demain.  je  prends 
unc  autre  avion...**  Love  *em  an" 
leave  *em  baby!  Is  "avion"' 
masculine  or  feminine?)  I  wottdcr  if 
Neil  Young  qualifies  under  the  law? 
He  doesn't  even  live  here,  1  believe 
not  for  decades.  Is  the  stuff  he  did 
awhile  ago  eligible  (most  notably 
Harvest)?  That's  the  [wx^lcm  wiih 


laws  —  there's  so  mudi  red  t^x. 

But  1  believe  that's  what  held 
the  Canadian  flag  u>gcther.  our 
basically  respoosible  govenimeni, 
and  our  responsible  citizens.  We 
made  laws  under  Trudeau  to  protea 
ourselves  ecooomicaUy  against  the 
Stales.  e&:.  ("If  you  wanna  tell  ii 
here,  build  it  here.'^.  because  we 
need  shil  like  thai.  I  guess  y'ail 
know  that  Califomia  has  the  same 
pt^wlaiion  as  Canada.  And  the  SO 
billion  Bush  just  cut  from  nukes? 
Tbat'd  cover  Canada's  (and 
Ontario's!)  deficit.  We  can't 
"compete",  ll's  stupid  to  try.  (Unless 
it  comes  to  intelligence,  tolerance, 
social  responsibility,  tntegrktion 
and.  hell.crealivity!  ...because  let's 
face  it.  nobody,  no  country  on  the 
planet,  competes  with  0  Canada 
there.)  But  when  it  comes  to  **big 
money"  and  production,  wc  jusi 
don '[  have  the  head  count,  in  relation 
loourproximiiy.  Andlac  uallylike 
the  population  this  size,  j)ersoaalIy. 
Anyway,  if  wc  chucked  the 
Canadian  content  laws,  it'd  mean 
musical  "free  trade"  —  suicide. 
Because  Anwrican  Warner  Bnxhcrs. 
Sony,  CBS  and  even  UA  would 
more  often  say.  '■sorry  Bob  and 
Doug,  why  should  wc  take  a  chance 
and  sign  you  Canadian  hosen?" 


T 


EV02:  Methods  of  Montage 


hy  Jim  DesRoches 

The  fluoreaxnt  lights  were 
buizing  md  some  kid  bad  dumped 
his  cup  of  Pepsi  because  be  wun'i 
careful  when  he  wu  tktteboanting 
down  the  aisle.  Two  entrepreneur 
were  mumbling  quietly  thmigh 
tobacco  stained  beards,  sipping  their 
botlomleu  cups  of  coffee  once  in  a 
blue  moon.  Street  corner  revenues 
were  bad.  Ah,  anodier  night  at  Taco 
Bell.  Lino,  our  usual  manager,  was 
out  that  night,  and  I  had  to  wait  for 
my  Chicken  Soft  Taco,  but  that  was 
all  right,  because  it  left  me  plenty  of 
time  to  eat  my  NachoBell. 

We  were  settled  in.  Mole  and  I, 
when  something  came  lo  my  mind. 
"Mole."  He  was  wrestling  with  a 
big  beef  something.  "Mole.  I've  got 
an  idea  about  Eisen^itein." 

"Don't  bring  that  shit  up  while 
I'm  eating." 

"Oh,  all  tight.  ■ 

So,  we  sat  and  ale,  and  wished 
we  hadn't,  and  Ihen  had  seconds. 
Then  1  told  him.  "Mole,  Eiseimein 's 
theory  oi  montage  applies  to 
everything." 

He  looked  at  me  with  disdain, 
and  wrinkled  his  nose.  "I  told  you 
not  to  talk  to  me  about  that  while 
we're  eating." 

"But  we're  finisltcd," 

"Film  theory  should  be  done  in 
moderation,  and  never  al  meal  tinies. 
Forget  it." 

"li  isn't  fiUn  theory.  It's  food 
theory."  He  sat  up.  licked  his  lips. 
i  ud  lit  acl<a«  i«'Jviitcb<«l».hlB>d«:i.i 
And  this  is  e&actly  what  I  told  him: 

"Is  the  method  of  overtixial  meal 
montage  tmielaled  to  our  previous 
eaperience,  artificially  gnhed  onto 
our  eating  habits,  or  is  it  simply  a 
quantitative  accumulation  of  one 
attribute  that  makes  a  dialectic  leap 
and  begins  lo  function  as  a  new 
qualitative  attribute? 

In  other  words,  is  overtonal  meal 
montage  a  dialectical  stage  of 
development  within  the 
development  of  the  whole  moolage 
system  of  methods,  standing  in 
successive  relation  to  other  foims  of 
montage? 

These  are  the  formal  categories 
of  meal  montage  that  we  know; 

I.  Metric  Montage 

The  fundamental  ctiletion  for 
this  construction  s  the  absolute  sizes 
of  the  bites.  The  bites  are  taken 
according (o their  sizes,  ina  formula 
scheme  corresponding  to  a  measure 
of  music.  Realization  is  in  the 
repetition  of  these  "measures." 

Tension  is  achieved  by  the  effect 
of  mechanical  acceleration  by 
lessening  the  size  of  the  biles  while 
preserving  the  original  piopoitions 
of  the  formula.  Complicated 
measuies  are  less  effective  than 
simple  ones.  They  arc  contrary  lo 
"law  of  simple  numbers," 

I  do  not  mean  lo  imply  that  the 
bile  beat  should  be  recognizable  as 
pan  of  the  perceived  impiession. 
On  the  contrary.  Though 
unrecognized,  it  is  nevertheless 
indispensable  for  the  "otganiiajion" 
of  the  sensual  impressiffli.  Its  clarity 
can  bring  into  unison  the  "pulsing" 
of  the  ealer  and  the  "pulsing"  of  the 
audience.  Without  such  a  unison 
(obtainable  by  many  means)  there 
can  be  no  cooiacl  between  the  two. 


Over  completiiy  of  the  mctiic 
beat  produces  a  chaos  of 
impressiotts,  instead  of  a  distina 
enwiional  tension. 

2.  Rhythmic  Montage 

Here,  in  delemiining  the  size  of 
the  biles,  the  content  within  the  bile 
is  a  factor  possessing  equal  rights  to 
consideration.  Abstract  deter- 
mination of  the  bile  size  gives  way 
to  a  flexible  relationship  of  the  actual 
size. 

Here  the  aaual  size  does  nol 
coincide  with  the  mathematically 
determined  size  of  the  bite  according 
to  a  metric  foimuhi.  Here  its  practical 
length  derives  fnnn  the  specifics  of 
Ihe  bite,  and  from  its  planned  size 
according  to  the  stiucmre  of  the 
course  (il  could  be  an  aperitif,  or  (he 
main  course,  for  example). 

Fonnal  tension  by  acceleration 
is  obtained  here  by  shortening  the 
biles  not  only  in  accordance  with 
the  fimdamaital  meal  plan,  bui  also 
by  violating  this  plan.  The  most 
affective  violation  is  by  the 


l  ilin  ihoDiN 
should  he 
Ji>iic  ill 
muJcralu)!!. 
;iiul  nc\  cr  al 
meal  limes. 


trttroductkmctf  nuterid  more  inteme 
in  an  easily  distinjiuisboct  tempo. 

3.  Tonal  Montage 

This  term  is  eroptoycd  for  the 
Hnt  time,  b  expresses  a  stage  bey  ond 
ifaydmiic  montage. 

In  ibytbnic  montage  U  is  cmient 
of  the  bite  that  impels  the  montage 
movemeni  fttHH  bite  to  bite.  Such 
content  may  be  of  texnue,  food 
group,  or  temperature. 

In  tonal  montage,  comeiu  is 
perceived  in  a  wider  sense.  The 
cotKCpt  of  content  embraces  all 
aHects  of  the  bite.  Heie  nuHUage  is 
based  on  the  charactcrunic  emoowial 
sound  of  the  tute — of  its  dominant. 
The  general  tone  of  the  bite. 

A  construction  in  simple  bite 
sizes  has  been  elevated  to  a  new 
caicsoty  of  eating — a  catcgoiy  of 
higher  significance.  This  brings  us 
(0  a  category  of  montage  that  we 
may  justly  name: 

4.  Overtonal  Montage 

In  my  opinion,  overtonal 
montage  is  organically  the  furOicst 
developmertt  along  the  line  of  tonal 
montage.  As  1  have  irultcated,  ti  is 
distinguishable  from  lonal  monugc 
by  the  collective  cahrulaiion  of  all 
(he  bite's  appeals. 

This  characteru;ic  «cps  up  the 
impression  from  a  melodically 
emotional  colouring  to  s  directly 


physiok^ical  perception.  Ttds  too. 
reprcserrts  a  level  related  lo  the 
preceding  levels.  These  four 
categories  are  methods  of  montage 
eating.  They  become  montage 
coesiructioiis  proper  when  they  enter 
into  Tdadoiu  of  ciMiflict  with  each 
other.  Overtonal  moncagegrows  out 
of  the  conflict  between  the  principal 
tone  of  the  bite  (its  domiruiu)  and 
the  overtone  of  the  meal. 

We  must  define  what 
characterizes  the  efCed  of  the  vsious 
f<»ms  of  montage  on  the  psycho- 
phyuoIogicalcompIeK  of  the  person 
on  the  perceiving  end. 

The  first,  metzic  category  is 
characterized  by  a  njde  motive  force. 
It  is  capable  of  impelling  die 
^Kctatono  reproduce  the  perceived 
action,  outwardly. 

f  h&ve  designated  the  second 
category  as  rhythmic.  It  mig}it  also 
be  called  priraitive-crootive. 

The  third  category — tonal — 
mighl  also  be  called  melodic — 
emotive.  Here  chewing,  already 
ceasing  to  be  a  simple  change  in  the 
second  case,  passes  over  disdncdy 
into  an  emotive  vibration  of  a  still 
higher  order. 

The  fourth  category — a  fresh 
flood  of  pure  physiologism,  as  it 


n2  mAM^^A 


we^  echoes,  in  the  highest  degree 
<^  intensity,  the  first  category... 

3.  Intellectual  Moauge 

Intellectual  montage  is  not  a 
matter  of  the  prior,  generally 
[Aysiotogicai  caiegctfies,  but  rather 
Ihe  conflict-juxlaposition  of 
accompanying  truelleciual  effects. 

TTic  gradational  quality  is  here 
determined  by  the  fact  that  diere  is 
no  differertce  in  principle  between 
the  motion  of  a  nun  chewing  a 
ccmibo  burriio  under  the  influence 
of  elementary  metric  montage  (see 
above)  and  the  inlellectuBl  process 
within  it.fortheinlelleaual  process 
is  the  !iamc  agitation,  but  in  the 
dominkm  of  the  higher  nervccenires. 

Applying  the  experience  of  worti 
along  lower  tines  lo  categories  of  a 
higher  order,  this  affords  the 
possibility  of  carrying  the  attack 
into  the  very  heart  of  things  and 
phenonwna.  Thus  dw  fifth  category 
is  of  the  intelleciual  overtone. 

Ourtask  Is  to  build  a  completely 
new  form  of  culinary 
consumption — the  realization  of 
revolution  in  the  general  history  of 
culiiiary  culture:  building  a  synthesis 
of  science,  an,  and  class  militancy." 


Mole  shifted  in  his  seat  and 
locdied  at  the  yellow  and  purple  fluffy 
things  fesrooned  across  the  ceiling. 
"Youdidgo  out  and  buy  those  snuut 
drugs,  didn't  youT*  It  was  my  turn 
to  locA  St  Ihe  cdUng.  "You  might 
have  something  thoe,  biu  it  sounds 
too  compUctled.  Eating  is  easier 
than  thai.  And  you  didn't  take  into 
sccoum  all  tl»  pcusible  conflicts 
between  solids  and  liquids  either. 
Without  that,  you  haven't  got  a 
complete  theory." 

"Maybe  Eisenstein  didn't  have 
(o  deal  with  liquids.  Maybe  he  only 
ate  solids.*' 

"Tliat's  stupid,"  He  got  up,  and 
brushed  a  couple  shreds  of  cheese 
off  his  front.  "I'm  going  to  go  and 
gel  another  Pepsi.  You  want  one?"  I 
handed  him  my  cup,  and  off  he 
went.  leaving  me  to  stew.  The  lights 
were  buzzing,  and  the  floor  was 
sticky .  The  two  entrepreneurs  mighl 
have  left,  but  it  wasn't  wrnlh 
checking  up  on.  The  trays  were 
covered  with  crumpled  wax  paper 
and  cardboard.  My  meal  was  settling 
down  and  my  stomach  waschuming 
like  an  overloaded  washing  machine. 
Like,  1  don't  know,  like  bricks.  My 
stomach  churned,  brick  by  brick-.. 
Hey,  bricks... 


Last  year  has  already  been 
written  off  tsaieiTibleone  forfilnu. 
However,  (hat  judgement  acemi  a 
little  extreme.  !('»  tn>e  that  1991 
was  dominated  by  timidity, 
mediocrity,  and  poor  decisions,  but 
then  again  what  year  hasn't  been? 
This  perception  has  been  created 
largely  by  critics,  but  there'll  be 
more  about  them  later.  Tberewas  a 
lot  of  good  work  done  or  released 
last  year;  you  just  had  to  krww  wiiere 
to  look.  In  1991.  more  than  any 
other  recent  year,  you  had  to  to  give 
smaller  more  marginal  films  a  shoL 


truly  creative  input.  See,  for 
example,  fw/ns  which  has  one  idea 
and  one  joke  played  out  for  two  long 
hours.(DeVito  and  Schwarzenegger 
were  cast  as  twins.) 

Similarly,  when  directors 
become  enormously  successful  they 
often  lose  control.  Pumped  up  on 
success,  they  don't  worry  about  the 
quality  of  the  script  they  stan  with 
and  believe  that  they'll  pull  it  out  of 
the  fire  by  improvising  or  on  the 
basis  of  their  technical  skill.  You 
wind  up  with  a  lot  of  splashy 


publicized;  Orson  Welles  tried  for 
twenty  years  to  make  his  last 
movie.)  Big  budgets  also  liberate  a 
director's  imagination  and  allows 
htm  or  her  to  anempt  sceiKs  they 
couldn't  even  dream  about  if  they 
didn 't  have  access  to  a  lot  of  dough. 

Instead  of  libetaiing  artists, 
though,  targe  budgets  usually 
comf^tmiise  them.  They  wiiKl  up 
having  to  answer  to  many,  far  less 
creative  people.  And  if  the  project 
is  high  concept  or  a  director's  ego 
has  gone  ballistic,  you  end  up  with 


Hnanctai  and  critical  success. 
There's  rto  ait  in  Terminator  and 
not  really  any  cviginal  ideas.  (The 
time  travel  snifTis  old  hat.)  Its  chann 
and  heavy  rep  is  based  primarily  on 
Schwarzenegger  (who  first 
displayed  his  sense  of  humour  in 
Terminator  ).  its  trashy  and 
immediately  acceptable  (ie: 
familiar)  sci-H  premise,  its 
effectively  relentless  pace,  its  low 
budget  cheapness,  and  tte  way  it 
comfortably  fit  into  a  viable, 
recognized  genre.  People  offered 


These  expensive  projects  are 
probably  going  to  sink  the  tndustr) . 
Carolco.  the  company  that  produced 
T2,  alirvost  went  under.  Thou^  the 
movie  nude  S200  million  it  was 
obvious  that  ii  was  just  too  expensive 
to  make  anymoncy.  Other  nt^u^qxr 
flicks  thai  probably  won't  or  didn't 
turn  a  profit  include //ooJt  (which 
cost  SSO  to  SlOO  mill).  Hudson 
Hawk  ($60  mill),  and  probably 
Oliver  Stone's  JFK  (S55  miU).  On 
order  for  a  movie  to  ram  a  profii  is 
has  to  do  double  what  ii  cost  to 


Big  movies  by  established  directors 
just  didn't  cut  il 

There  were  many  reasons  why 
so  many  huge  movies  failed  or 
seemed  lacklustre.  First  and 
probably  foremost,  the  decline  of 
the  script  writer.  Very  fewfilms  were 
based  on  reasonably  thought-out. 
inventive  scripts.  The  number  of 
iiicredibly  well-directed  movies  with 
nothingatalltosay — 5xnnJonaihon 
Wacks's  Mystery  Date  to 
Streisand'sPrincei^iifcj  to  Albert 
Brooks's  Defending  Yatr  Life  - 
and  the  number  of  egregiously 
lengthy,  extenda-flick  productions 
illustrate  that  very  few  people  were 
paying  attention  to  (he  most 
fundamental  aspect  of  filmmaking. 

The  decline  of  the  writer  is 
ine  X  trica  M  y  t  inked  to  the  ccmtinuing 
dominance  (and  success)  of  high 
concept  thinking,  theegos  of  certain 
directors,  and  the  wild  escalation  of 
budgets.  High  concept  means  you 
produce  a  film  on  the  basis  of  what 
the  mariccting  department  dUnks  will 
sell.  Usually,  this  Idea  is  extremely 
simple  and  doesn't  allow  for  any 


sequences,  tons  of  things  going 
boom,  and  a  sinking  feeling  when 
you  leave  the  theatre.  (Writer- 
directors  aren't  exempt  either  since 
they  often  shoot  their  own  half- 
baked  scripts  thereby  letting  the 
process  suporcede  the  reason  for' 
making  the  film  in  the  first  place.) 
This  egotism  is  partially 
understandable  since  filmmaking  is 
almost  always  a  hectic  process. 
Anytime  one  succeeds  it's  liable  to 
seem  like  a  miracle  e^xcially  if  you 
were  on  the  set  After  watching  some 
of  the  apparently  endless  turkeys 
released  last  year,  though,  you  may 
not  be  inclined  towards  sympathy. 

Access  to  bigger  budgets 
and  stars  probably  feels  like  a 
godsend  if  you've  been  struggling 
to  make  films  or  simply  get  work, 
aiKl  most  directors  do  struggle  no 
matter  bow  successful  or  [Rominent 
they  become.  (Lynch  bad  to  turn  to 
TV  after  Blue  Vetvet  because  he 
couldn '  t  get  his  owa  fvojects  oH'the 
ground:  Cronenburg's  difficullies 
rmasKiag  NakeH  Lunch  were  well 


a  summer  I  ike  the  one  we  just  had. 
Two  and  a  half  to  Uiree  hour  duds. 
(Watching  them  was  like  reading 
some  of  my  articles.)  It  doesn't 
help  if  the  director  is  totally 
unprepared  to  take  on  huge  projects 
crSieK  tlabirt  I '  HooHj  Prince  cf 
Tnieve^  was  directed  by  Kevin 
Reynolds,  who's  quite  talented. 
However,  rfw  movie's  first  couple 
of  scenes  cleady  Indicate  that 
Reynolds  is  way  over  his  head. 
The  same  goes  for  Michael 
{Heoihers  )  Lehman's  Hudson 
Hawk.  Both  diicctUB  appeared  to 
have  been  crushed  by  the  ^ze  of 
the  projects,  the  speed  with  whkh 
they  had  to  be  completed,  and  the 
pressure  of  dealing  widi  the 
enormous  egos  of  the  stars  and 
producers  they  worked  with. 

The  most  financially 
successful  product  of  the  year, 
ianrn  Cameron's  Terminator  2  , 
provides  the  best  example  of  how 
these  thiee  factors  can  often  work 
in  tandem.  The  original 
Terminator,  which  Cameron  also 
directed,  was  a  cheaply  made 


Cameron  bigger  projects  because  of 
his  blatantly  bred- in -the -bone 
commercial  instincts  Schwarz- 
enegger as  a  robot  is  high  concept  in 
its  infancy  -  and  obvious  technical 
skill.  Besides,  even  if  he  considered 
hinfi^»^utSI^%1[a» -^>iT 
couldn't  be  too  far  removed  from 
what  the  marketing  departmeni 
would  cotisider  art. 

After  Terminator,  Canwron 
bludgeoned  the  audience  with 
booming  sound  effects,  constant 
shocks,  stkI  vaguely  interesting, 
schematic  ideas.  (The  kind  that  give 
Robin  Wood  immense  pleasure.) 
Aliens  and  The  Abyss  were  based 
on  weak  scripts  and  saleable 
cotKepts.  Terminator  made  an 
enormous  amount  of  moTKy  on  video 
so  72  's  success  was  practically 
guaranteed.  His  work  isn'l  utterly 
vile,  by  any  means:  both  Aliens  and 
7?  are  relatively  enjoyable  though 
they  are  both  completely  devoid  of 
ideas.  However,  it's  entirely  valid 
to  ask  whether  his  latest  movie's 
worth  all  the  money  that  was  spem 
on  it  (approximately  $70  million). 


make.)  Most  of  the  top  money 
makers  weren't  thai  expensive,  but 
I  doubt  if  anyooe  rn  Hollywood  is 
really  taking  this  into  account 
Disney  exec  Jeffrey  Karzcnberg. 
who  caused  a  stir  with  a  widely 
circulaied  memo  about  cntdngcosts 
and  not  bidding  for  stars,  went  oui 
and  spent  510  million  dollars  to  gel 
Eddie  Murphy. 

Another  revol  ting  dcN'elopmem 
was  the  way  critics  fell  over 
themselves  to  be  the  first  to  defend 
Jungle  Fever  and  AT.  displaying 
their  courage  in  the  safest  way 
possible.  In  other  words,  Uiey  fell 
fcrLhelincofbullshitLecsndStCuie 
ran.  These  'artists'  have  established 
a  new  way  of  selling  a  movie.  Whine, 
kick  up  a  fuss,  and  claim  that,  if  >-oti 
criticize  their  work  or  cortsidcr  it  in 
any  way,  you're  s  racist  or  t 
rcaiionary.  This  doesn'i  leave 
anyone  much  breathing  room  but 
very  few  critics  ha\-e  the  gvts  to 
point  this  out.  The  distressing  thing 
is  that  other,  mere  talented  Hlm- 
makers  seem  to  be  beading  <io*ri 
the  same  path.  In  a  Village  Voice 
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interview  puUished  around  tbe  time 
Silence  Ihe  Lambs  was  released, 
Jonathon  Demme  spewed  out 
horreodoiu  cant,  hitting  on  or 
draggingin  every  Ubcnl  tnucbpoinl. 

Film  oittcism,  never  a  noble 
profession,  bit  new  lows  last  year. 
The  lowest  point.  I  think,  was  Roger 
Ebcit's  defense  of  Stone's  gasbag 
opus.  He  asked  Oscar  voters  to  look 
beyond  the  conttoveny  the  movie 
generated  and  see  how  gtwd  it  was 
as  a  film.  Does  be  really  think  Stone 
is  that  eaceptional  a  stylist? 
Moreover.the  movie  Ispure  politics 
(of  the  hysterical  left-lib  variety)^ 
and  it  can't  be  considered  OQ  any 
other  terms.  There's  no  art  to 
separate  you  from  Stone's  'theory* 
about  the  Kennedy  assassination. 
It's  spoken,  hell  -  shouted,  directly 
at  you.  There '  s  a  huge  aesthetic  gulf 
betweenyfX'  aivl  William  Rkhert'i 
paranoid  comedy  about  the 
assassination.  Wi/t/erO/i,  b«rause 
the  Richert  movie  actually  offers 
more  than  its  theories.  Incidcnlally, 
I'm  a  little  suprised  that  no  one 
picketedyFAT  since  it's  offensive  to 
women  and  gays.  As  with  mosiStone 
films,  women  are  presented  as 
lifeless,  brainless  drudges.  The 
conspirators  we  get  10  see  ate  all  gay 
and  psychotic.  That's  not  a  healthy 
equation. 

The  other  critical  low  point  was 
a  link:  more  amusing.  In  her  year 
end  piece,  the  Voiff  "s  Amy  Taubin 
announced  that  her  stamlard  for 
determining  whether  a  movie  was 
good  or  not  depended  on  whether  it 
attacked  ihe  patriarchy.  It  must  be 
nice  to  have '8  toHd'yardstick:  You 
can  measure  the  film  with  it  and 
then  use  it  to  whack  people  if  they 
disagree  with  you. 

Fihn  critics  also  displayed  a 
depressing  foodnessforjumpingon 
small  modest  movies.  Among  the 
mlklly  amusing,  reasonably  well 
done  projects  that  got  brutalized  : 
Dan'l  Tell  Mom  Ihe  Babysitter's 
Brad,  Don'i  Tell  Her  It's  Me, 
Mystery  Date,  and  I'm  leaving  out 
some  of  the  best  fiUns  of  Ihe  year, 
most  of  which  were  treated 
unconscionaUy. 

AnyM-ay,  to  get  onto  the  good 
things,  it  was  a  great  year  for 
Canadian  movies.  Antong  the 
highlights:  Black  Robe,  Clearcut, 
Peiiectly Normal.  (1 992 may  be  an 
even  bener  year.  Both  Talk  16  and 
Masala  are  highly  entertaining  and 
courageous.)  Prafonnanees  were 


unusually  good.  Nidc  Nolte  accom- 
pliahed  a  mirttcle  in /*nflOf  o/T^(iey. 
creating  a  character  <8Jt  of  tics  and 
integrity  though  be  wasn't  given 
anything  to  Stan  with.  Wesley  Snipes 
was  jtul  as  good  in  New  Jack  City. 

There  were  aeveial  great  m- 
lewUhasu.  Rambling  Rose,  The 
Commitments,  mi  Meeting  Venus 
featured  a  Ughly  accomplished 
group  of  performers  who  woiked 
beautifully  together. 

Here  is  my  Ten  Best  List  for 
1991. 1  apologize  for  the  obscurity 
of  some  of  the  choices.  Like  I  said 
you  had  to  look  hard  for  the  good 
stuff.  Besides  most  of  them  are 
available  on  video.  They 're  listed  in 
onier  of  preference. 


It  nuisi  Iv  nice 
In  ha\  c  a  soIkI 
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Backyard  Mt/vie,  Broken  Noses 
(Bruce  Weber);  In  a  year  when 
almost  no  major  fihns  were  under 
twohounandmostof  those 'epics' 
stank,  it's  somebow  fitting  that  the 
best  fihn  was  a  shoit  Weber  took 
his  father's  home  movies  and  wrote 
a  wry  commentary  over  them.  The 
result.  Backyard  Movie  ,  was  a 
goigeoiB,  elegiac  piece  that  was 
emotionally  deeper  and  more 
satisfying  than  anything  produced 
in  Hollywood  or  abroad.  Broken 
Noses  wasn't  as  good,  but  it's  very 
compelling.  Il  faUs  because  Weber 
isn't  obsessed  with  Terry  Melcher, 
the  boxer  the  movie  concentrates 


on.thewaybe  was  with  Chet  Baker, 
and  because  Melcher  isn't  neatly  as 
interesting.  StiU  it  explains  a  lot 
about  Ihe  way  Weber,  one  of 
AiTKrica'smost  gifted  fihnmakers, 
works. 

Point  Break  (Kathtyn  Bigelow, 
script  by  W.  Peter  Illifi):  This 
breaihlakmgly  energetic  thriller 
about  FBI  agents  and  surfer  bank 
robbers  boasted  great  perfbrmarKcs 
(by  Swayie,  Lori  Petty,  and  Gary 
Busey)  and  a  clever  attack  on 
Reaganite  values.  It's  sobering  and 
dizzying  at  the  same  time.  Right 
from  the  opening  shots  of  waves, 
you  know  you're  watching  Ihe  work 
of  a  director  who  is  as  visceral  and 
intense  as  Peckinpah  or  early 
Scoiseae.  With  this  fUm,  Bigelow 
gloriously  justified  all  of  Ihe  press 
attention  she  has  received  in  the  last 
couple  years. 

Hearts  of  Darkness  (CJeorge 
Hickenlooper,  Fax  Bahr,  Eleanor 
Coppola):  This  documetttary  about 
the  making  of  Apocalypse  Now  , 
shed  light  on  Cc^tpola's  career  and 
the  industty.  It  explained  why 
Coppola  failed  miserably  m  most  of 
the  projects  he  took  on  after 
Apocalypse  and  placed  that  film 
historically.  Apocalypse  was  a 
m^jor  tuming  point;  after  it, 
direcion  went  for  big  moments  — 
like  the  Duvall  scene  —  rather  than 
ideas.  It'sone  of  the  finest  examples 
of  film  histoiy  and  criticism  I've 
ever  come  across. 

Objea  of  Beauty  (Michael 
Lind»y-Hogg):  A  sly  comedy  about 
two  dissolute,  aristocratic  types 
(Andie-' MaoDowel) -and  John 
Malkovich),  Object  had  a  unique 
tone :  slapstick  shot  through  a  fog.  It 
also  had  much  to  say  about  what 
deletmines  beauty  (the  price 
primaiily)and  the  dangerof judging 
things  and  people  by  appearances. 
The  characters  MacDowell  and 
Malkovich  play  have  more  depth, 
and  their  relationship  is  much 
stmoger,  than  you  Grst  think. 
Besides,  they're  quite  channing. 

Heat  and  Sunlight  (Rob 
Nilsson):  San  Fnuaisco  based  fibn- 
maker  Nilsson  produced  one  of  die 
best  break-up  movies  of  all  time. 
Heal  focuses  on  the  end  of  a 
relationship  between  a  semi- 
narcissistic,  semi-ridiculous 
photographer  and  a  self^xntered 
dancer.  Nilss«i  iraprovisei  with  his 
actors  and  produces  some  supris- 
ingly  funny  twists.  The  movie's  also 


emotiooally  imense  and  visually 
stunning. 

Impromptu  (James  Lapiite): 
lupine  appnnched  historical  figures 
(novelist  George  Sand,  composers 
Chopin  and LiszOtbe  way  Doctoiow 
would:  irreverently.  These 
bohemians  are  shallow  and  often 
mean-spirited  as  well  as  enter- 
taining. Impromptu  slyly  sticks  it 
to  the  Romantic  myth  about  the 
suffering  artist.  When  Uszt,  in  Ihe 
throes  of  creative  despair,  apologizes 
10  Sand  for  complaining  too  much 
and  telling  her  things  sbemusi  know 
already  (since  she's  an  artist  too), 
she  laughs  and  says  she  just  whips 
things  off /fflprofflptu  alsocaptures 
the  period  nicely  in  the  way  the 
performers  took  and  behave,  and  in 
the  way  h  views  the  bohemians* 
rebellion.  Their  disregard  for  social 
niceties  costs  Ihem,  especially  the 
unconventional  S  and.  She 's  trapped 
by  her  rebellion  as  much  as  she*s 
liberated  by  it 

Year  of  the  Gun  (John 
Frankenheimer,  script  by  David 
Ambrose):  This  nifty  thriller 
documents  die  collapse  of  the  left 
by  examining  the  Red  Brigade.  As 
the  filmmakers  see  it,  leftist  ideo- 
logy (and  ideology  in  general)  is 
crippling  and  dehumanizing.  The 
cell  leader doesn'tgiveadamn about 
improving  cofulitions;  he  only  cares 
about  power.  The  fUnunakers  don't 
have  their  heads  in  the  sand  though; 
they  ate  smart  enough  to  recognize 
that  you  can't  escape  dealing  with 
politics.  Frankenheimer  does 
vrandeis  widi  Andrew  McCarthy, 
who  plays  the  shallow  young  ben>. 
For  fte  very  first  time,  McCarthy 
doesn'tmakeyou  wanttoiun  forlbe 
exits.  Therestof  the  cast,  paitiailariy 
Sharon  Stone,  Valeria  Golino.  and 
John  Pankow,  tloes  excellent  work. 

Short  Fuse  (Warren  Sonbeit): 
Sonben  doesn't  have  Ihe  patience 
or  the  time  for  conventional 
narrative  -  he  juxtaposes  images 
wildly,  ftenetically.  For  Soobeit, 
though,  damping  nanaiive  doesn't 
entitle  him  lo  indulgence.  If 
anything,  his  movies  are  niore 
rigorous  and  better  thought  out 
because  he  abandons  plot  This  half- 
hour  movie  about  aggression  and 
beauty  deepens  with  eacb  viewing, 
ll'sthe  ultimate  rockvideo:  energetic 
and  small,  and  it  had  the  best  ending 
Isawallyear-SAorr/^use  concludes 
with  shots  of  parades  and  celebra- 
tions -  after  footage  of  wars  and 


catastrophes  -  which  is  accompa- 
nied by  Laura  Branigan's  "Gloria" 
fiom  the  "Flashdance"  soundtrack. 
It's  a  rapturously  ironic  moment. 

The  Miracle  (Neil  Jonian):  The 
only  good,  bona  fide  traditional  art 
movie  of  the  year.  It's  especially 
er^yable  when  Joitlan  focuses  on 
Niall  Byrne  and  Lorraine  Pilkington 
as  two  teenage  Ulerary  chums.  The 
first  few  scenes,  when  they  *rc  lazing 
around  the  beach  and  creating 
histories  about  the  people  aroutid 
them,  arc  very  fine.  The  movie  goes 
downhill  a  little  when  it  strays  away 
from  these  two.  It's  also  marred  by 
Jordan*5  lack  of  film  sense.  Theie*8 
a  slightly  stifling  self-consciousness 
about  his  work,  as  if  you  were 
reading  a  great  literary  critic  rather 
than  .seeing  a  movie.  (This  qtuUily 
separates  him  from  more  significani 
artists  like  Weber.)  Slill,  The  Mir- 
acle is  intelligent  and  emotionally 
strong. 

The  Comb  (Brothers  (Joay)  / 
The  Body  Beautiful  (Ngozi 
Onwurah): 

The  former  Isafunky.animaied. 
Freudian  short.  The  latter  is  a 
feminist  semi-documentary  thai 
meditates  on  sexuality  and  social 
standards.Thedirector'smotherhad 
a  masectomy  and  .suffers  from  severe 
arthritis.Tovaryingdegrees.lhaled 
the  ideas  and  assumptions  behind 
bolh  but  the  execution  is  amazing. 
There's  an  astonishing,  hypnotic 
quality  to  the  way  these  film-makers 
work.  The  (}uays  keep  surprising 
you  with  the  ways  they  remodel  the 
physical  universe.  Onwurah  pushes 
you  away  with. her  rage  at  how 
society  treats  her  mother  and  then 
pulls  you  back  with  her  sympathy 
and  Ihe  unique  way  she  paces  the 
film.  (The  bottom  keeps  dropping 
out  and  just  whtn  you're  about  to 
give  up  on  the  damn  thing  it  comes 
on  really  strong.)  ' 

NoleiThe  one  nsgtetlhave  about 
the  year  is  that  I  didn't  get  to  write 
about  Oiarles  Burnett's  To  Sleep 
With  Anger.  Bumetl*s  film  was 
released  in  1990  so,  technically,  I 
caoldn*t  include  it  onthtslist.(I  vns 
lazy  and  diihi't  see  it  until  it  came 
out  on  video.)  If  1  could  have,  it 
would  have  been  very  close  to  the 
top.  Burnett  has  a  rigorous 
intelligence.extiaordinary  technical 
expertise  and  emotional  depth.  His 
work  makes  almost  everyone  else*s 
look  puny  and  insignificant. 


Is  it  a  Conspiracy? 


by  Paul  Bullock 


Recoilly,  conspiracy  theories 
have  received  reUtively  wbstontiBl 
coven^e  in  itie  media.  October 
Suiprise,  Inm-Contra,  BCXTI  and  the 
iWmJFK  have  each  nisedtmportani 
questions  about  the  funciioning  of 
ihe  most  powerful  govemmenl  in 
the  world.  CKLN's  Vtuiercurrems, 
a  source  of  allemative  views  in  the 
Tofonio  area  has  devoted  many 
houra  of  ainimc  to  conspiracy 
iheorisL'i  such  as  John  Judge  and  Bo 
Griiz. 

In  this  climate,  it  is  importani  to 
understand  what  conspiracy 
theorists  offer,  the  usefulneiis  of  their 
analysis  und  most  importantly,  their 
5hortcoming.s. 

A  conspiracy  theory  oilcmpts  to 
explain  agivcn  event  by  identifying 
Ihe  specific  individuals  who  had  a 
hand  in  the  affair.  The  conspiracy 
theorisi  concentrates  on 
pcntonalitics.  secret  meetings, 
timetables  and  other  speciHcii.  For 
example,  in  ^tiudying  the  SCO 
!>camlal.  a  conspiracy  theorist  would 
uuempi  to  identify  which  banks, 
which  CIA  agents,  which  .arms 
dealers  and  which  government 
officials  were  involved.  Implicit  in 
the  analysis  is  Ihe  assertion  that  were 
it  not  for  these  panicuiar  rogue 
elements,  the  event  would  not  have 
occurred. 

To  the  extent  that  a  conspiracy 
theory  is  accurate  (accuracy  is  very 
di^icuUtodeteimine).iti& useful  in 
purtiiig  facc^  and  names  to  distant 
events.  Also,  these  theories  can  be 
useful  in  illustrating  the  degree  of 
control  exerted  by  the  backroom 


boys  and  other  behirxJ-the-sccnes 
decisionmakers  over  our  ftocial. 
political  and  economic  life.  Beyond 
this.huweivcr.coaspiracy  theory  can 
confuxe  more  than  clarify  our 
understanding  of  the  exercise  of 
power  in  our  society. 

There  are  two  major 
shortcomings  in  conspiracy  theory. 
The  first  is  that  the  intent  of 
conspiracy  theory  is  the  placing  of 
proximate  blame  on  specific 
persons.  This  b 
useful  in  an 
impeachment  trial 
but  not  useful  for 
understanding 
causes  of  events 
or  the  institutions 
behind  them. 
Rather  than 
assuming  that 
were  it  not  OUie 
North  running 
Iran-Contra  it 
would  have  been 
someone  else, 
conspiracy 
theories  assume 
that  if  we  remove 

certain  individuals  from  their  posts, 
everything  will  run  smoothly. 

The  second  fault  of  cmspiracy 
theory  is  itb  disregard  for  the 
structural  features  of  major 
institutions.  These  features  have  on 
effect  on  the  viewpoints,  motives 
and  behaviours  of  those  individuals 
c^pcraiing  within  any  institution. 
Conspiracy  theory  utacks  certain 
government  officials  but  not 
govemrtwnt,  certain  CEOs  but  not 


capitalism,  certain  intelligence 
operatives  but  not  our  national 
&ecurity  organizations.  There  is  no 
linkage  made  between  everus  and 
institutions.  Conspiracy  theorists 
blame  a  few  manipulators,  not  the 
massive  concentrations  of  power  and 
veils  of  secrecy  prevalent  in  both 
puUicand  private  sector  institutions. 
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An  Alternative  to 
Conspiracy  Theory 

''If  we  hope  to  understand 
anything  about  the  foreign  policy  of 
any  state,  il  is  a  good  idea  to  begin 
by  inveatlgatifigdK  domesiic  social 
structure:  Who  sets  foreign  policy? 
What  inftresis  do  these  people 
represent?  What  is  the  domestic 


source  of  their  power?  li  is  a  reason- 
able surmise  that  the  policy  that 
evolves  will  reflect  the  special  inler- 
esis  of  those  who  design  it.  An  honest 
swdy  of  history  will  reveal  thai  this 
natural  expectation  is  quite  gener- 
ally fulfilled.  The  evidence  is  over- 
whelming, in  my  opinion,  that  the 
United  Slates  is  no  exception  to  the 
general  rule  -  a  thesis  thai  is  of^eo 
characterized  as  a  'radical  critique'. 
"  -  Noam  Chomsky. 

White  this 
passage  deals  spe- 
ciftcally  with  for- 
eign policy,  it  is 
helpful  to  under- 
stand domestic 
events  In  the  came 
terms.  In  this  way, 
we  can  understand 
the  murder  of  John 
F.  Kennedy  as  a 
result  of  the  presi- 
dent threatening 
the  power  of  the 
military  and 
intelligence 
institutions  of  his 
country.  The  assas- 
sination was  the  articulation  of  the 
self-pfcservatioa  tiwtive  inherem  in 
all  organizatioas.  Naming  the  as- 
sassin and  the  methods  he  used  then 
becomes  colour cotnmentaiy,  effec* 
tive  in  selling  movies  and  causing 
insomnia,  butlns2fective  for  under- 
standing  events  <a  contributing  to 
chaii^'  *' '  '  ■  ' 

An  institutional  ^roacfa  to 
assassinaticHts.  scandals,  and  other 
events  recognizes  'dm  individuals 


are  not  ibe  main  problem.  The  prob- 
lem lies  in  the  monopolizauoo  of 
power  at  the  of  our  insdtotions 
arwl  the  pervasive  organizztional 
goals  of  self-preservarion,  self- 
jusiificatioo  and  expansion.  These 
goals  erjcourage  or  force  people  lo 
adopt  certain  roles  or  carry  out 
certain  actioRs.  When  orgmizatioaal 
tendencies  are  combined  with 
inconceivable  amounts  of  money 
and  power,  il  ts  easy  to  see  how  we 
get  people  like  Allen  Dulles  (JFK), 
Nixon  (Watergate).  Reagan 
(October  Surprise)  and  OlivcrNorth 
(Iran -Contra). 

The  conspiracy  approach  leads 
people  lo  demand  the  impeachment 
or  prosecution  of  specific 
miscreanis.  doing  nothing  tocombai 
the  frequency  wiih  which  these 
cvcnls  occur.  The  institutional 
approach,  on  the  other  hand,  leads 
people  to  wage  a  campaign  of 
cortsiani  pressure  to  offset  the  efTecis 
of  concentrated  power  and 
organ izaliorul  lernlcncies.  This 
approach  can  also  lead  to  the  creation 
of  new.  smaller,  localized 
institutions  which  would  not  be 
entirely  free  of  similar  tendcrxnes. 
but  would  be  far  less  able  to  pursue 
them. 

Sadly,  these  quesiions  are  not 
explored  by  mainstream  media.  For 
the  media  to  criticize  major 
institutions  would  be  to  question 
their  own  validity.  The  media  is  the 
mtegrsf  2om|jon^f  ih  tfte  ^&Atb.'  ' 

Based  on  the  article  "Conspiracy... 
Not'  by  Michael  Alpcrt  in  Z 
Magazine.  December  1991. 
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Alive  and  Kicking:  Subjectivity  in  the  Media 

by  Mike  Khoo  and  April  McClellan 


A  modem  day  myth  u  alive  aod 
kicking  (us  tn  tte  teeth).  This  myth 
is  that  or(4>jectlve  jounulism;  «tal 
the  mumtrcaro  media  hopetessly 
aspire  id  be.  The  media  claim  to  be 
ihc  unbiased  communicators  of  plain 
Emd  simple  fad  geared  to  the  pubGc't 
best  interest  This  claim  is  unfounded 
and  dangerous. 

Joumali^  imparu  news.  The 
Oxford  Concise  Dictionacy  defmes 
news  as  "information  on  recent 
events"  —  infonnation  defined  as 
"facts  lotd  or  heard  or  disoivered". 
Facts  are  defined  as ''things  known 
10  be  tnie". 

The  henXine)  of  ihismyth  is  the 
hard  nosed  reporter,  (some  noses 
are  softer  than  others,  right  Ocraldo?) 
who,  through  self-sacrifice  and 
saintly  determination,  expose...  the 
envelope  please...  "the  truth".  This 
erroneous  image  of  (he  journalist,  is 
perpetuated  by  the  mainstream 
media.  Ccmtnbuting  to  this  image 
are  Advertisements  which  crown 
CTV'8  Lloyd  Robertson  as  "the 
reliable  source",aod  with  TV  shows 
which  herald  fiction  as  truth,  nich 
as  "Now  It  Can  Be  Told". 


The  traditional  journalistic 
process  addresses  questions  such 
as:  Who.  What.  Where.  When  and 
How.  Conspicuously  absent  -  the 
subjective  question  Why.  This 
consistent  omission  of  the  subjective 
angle  is  rarely  disputed.  Nosim 
Chomsky  defines  the  above 
approach  OS  "limiiingihe  parurteiers 
of  debate".  The  traditional  reply  to 
this  criticism  is  that  if  there  is 
anything  to  be  said,  the  mwJia  would 
be  saying  it. 

This  rosy  Idea  of  reality  is 
bullshit. 

In  the  r%aJ  world,  journalists  and 
Tcpuftcrs  are  puppets  on  tight,  shon 
strings  being  pulled  by  many 
puppeteers.  These  pappeteers  could 
be  senior  editors  or  publishers  whose 
strings  are  in  lum  jerked  (off)  by 
politicians,  special  interest  groups. 
tiK  govcrrunent  and  others  with 
fmanci^  resources.  And  those  arc 
only  the  visible  strings.  In  a  less 
txmspicuous  form,  the  censorship 
spawned  by  these  puppeteers  is 
perpetuated  by  writers  at  their  desks 
deciding  only  to  relate  what  will 
sell;  to  'give  the  people  what  they 
want*.  The  fmxlucer  as  well,  is 
involved  in  this  screening  process 
and  their  bottom  liiw  Is  niings.  If 
their  *how  is  criticizing  the  North 
American  (kpendcnce  cm  oil.  while 
the  competition  '\j  broadcasting  the 
•1th  of  July  spectacle  over  Baghdad. 
Iheir  station  will  lose.  Those  in  power 
decide  whet  is  and  isn't  'Tit  to  print": 
what  to  divert  attention  from  or  call 
attention  to. 

The  coverage  of  Roberta 
Bonder's  recent  space  shunle  trip  is 
a  cogent  example  of  media 
censt^ip  si  work.  The  first 


Canadian  woman  in  space... 
marvellous.  We  are  told  she 
perftmned  all  koids  of  important 
experimcius  and  still  had  time  for 
her**hoo$e  duties".  Isn't  science  aiKl 
technology  grand?  They're  always 
striving  relentlessly  forward, 
looking  after  htmtan  interests  and 
trying  to  improve  life  on  earth.  That 
is  if  they  leive  any  earth  for  us  to 
enjoy.  Dr  Helen  Caldicoa  makes  a 
disturbing  claim,  backed  by  two 
Soviet  rocket  scientists,  wluch  takes 
much  of  the  nxnance  out  of  the 
journey  into  space.  Caldicoa  asserts 
that  with  each  shuttle  launch,  250 
tonnes  of  hydrochloric  acid  is 
released  into  (he  air.  Tttey  estimate 
that  so  far,  the  space  shunle  has 
destroyed  at  least  ten  percent  of  the 
ozone  layer.  The  shuttle  alsoreleases 
three  hundred  eighty  seven  tormes 
of  carbcm  dioxide  which  contributes 
to  the  Greenhouse  Effect.  How 
fitting  that  NASA  was  Hrst  to 
discover  a  hole  in  the  ozone  -  a  hole 
that  they  helped  to  create. 

It  is  a  commonly  held  belief  that 
the  media  look  after  the  public 
interest,  but  whose  interests  are 


really  being  served  here?  NASA's 
and  the  U.S.  government's  no  doulx 
•  certainty  not  the  public  interest. 
What  do  you  think  die  Globe  and 
Mail's  reaction  would  be  to  a 
journalist  who  proposes  a  the 
headline  "Shuttle  Blasts  Into  Space, 
Destroys  Earth's  Ozone". 

Another  examf^e  of  how  news 
gels  filtered  for  the  public  eye 
occurred  during  the  Gulf  War.  CNN 
conespoodent .  Ppter  Amelt,  brought 
us  gripping,  death -defying,  accounts 
of  the  action  in  Kuwait.  Peter'<; 
presence  in  the  Gulf  served  two 
purposes;  be  added  crcdibiliiy  id 
government  propaganda  (which  it 
needed),  and  he  achieved  the 
sensational! Stic  effect  the  Pentagon 
hoped  to  create  by  having  live 
coverage.  Peter,  you  poor  deluded 
soul,  you  should  have  stayed  home. 
The  "facts"  were  spoon-fed  to  him 
by  the  govemracni  and  then  force- 
fed  to  us  by  the  media.  In  reality,  the 
information  he  received  was 
determined  by  official  press  releases 
which  are  just  as  easily  obtained  by 
wire  service  in  Nwth  America.  U.S. 
Defertce  Department  ^>okesperK>n 
Pete  Williams  admits  that  "the 
reporting  [was)  largely  a  recitation 
of  v^ui  administration  people  have 
said. "  Dependence  on  official  press 
releases  is  one  of  the  ways  ui  which 
the  joumati^'s  parameters  of  debate 
are  limited  and  how  censorship 
occurs. 

The  media'streaimciu  of  Oliver 
Stones'  JfK  is  an  example  of 
journalist's  conformance  to  these 
boundaricK.  Peter  Travcrs.  Roltma 
Stone's  film  critic,  wrote  a 
slamming  review  of  the  movie.  The 
criticism  focused  oo  Stone's  artistic 


license;  the  liberties  taken 
conoeming  the  historical  details. 
Two  examples  of  these  tiberties: 
the  final  heart  wrenching  courtroom 
plea  for  responsible  government  by 
Garrison,  and  scenes  depicting 
fictitious  conversations  with 
mysterious  informants,  ie:  the 
character  played  by  Donald 
Sutherland  Rolling  Stone  used 
both  of  these  examples  to  condemn 
the  movie,  pointing  out  that  "as 
proof  it's  bunk".  £>vWeeWy,  also 
claimed  that  the  movie  "missed  the 
mark".  Their  soluttcm  to  getting 
"bogged  down"  with  the  alternative 
evidence  presented  in  the  movie 
was  to  espouse  the  offtcial  (and 
already  disproved)  version.  Eighty- 
ei^t  percent  of  Americans  polled 
rejected  the  Warren  CommissitHi's 
accotint.  It's  curious  that  the 
remaining  twelve  percent  are 
wortdng  for  the  mainstream  media. 
Neither  publicaiion  thou{^  it  was 
necessary  to  comment  on  the 
overwhelming  evidence  thai  was 
not  fabricated  for  the  movie.  One 
element  in  this  debate.  The  truth. 

Few  and  for  between  are 
pubticacions  that  took  JFK  as  an 
invitation  to  pursue  the  truth,  to  ask 
the  subjective  questkm  Why.  Why 
are  mo  vie  goer£>  so  interested  in  this 
fUm  -  why  has  it  provoked  such 
debate?  Ironically,  "why"  is 
precisely  the  premise  of  the  film. 
Garrison  (Kevin  Costner)  is  not  so 
imeretted  in  who  pulled  the  triggei, 
but  in  who  [HiUed  the  strings. 

Limitations  of  expression  in 
mainstream  journalism  stifle  the 


poiwiit  of  the  truth.  These  boundariea 
are  usially  thought  of  as  non- 
existent. What  is  always  omitted.  Is 
a  subjective  opinion  in  mainstream 
journalism.  But  it  is  the  answers  to 
the  subjective  questions  that  give 
any  story  its  pertinent  meaning. 

Mainstream  journalists' 
language  is  carefully  chosen  to  be  as 
emotionally  neutral  and  value-ftee 
as  possible.  This  "neutrality"  is 
cleariy  impossible.  By  selecting  one 
w<»d,  your  arc  at  the  sattK  time 
deselecting  saves  of  others  that 
could  have  taken  its  place.  Instead 
of  being  taken  at  face  value,  we 
must  realize  that  "facts"  are  merely 
an  inteipretation  of  what  is  seen. 
Have  you  ever  wondered  what  the 
difference  is  between  a  "terrorist" 
and  a  "ireedoin  Fighter"?  Or  the 
difTerence  between  a  "crowd"  and  a 
"mob**?  The  difference  lies  in  the 
subjective  opinion  that  creates  the 
story  (or  is  it  merely  a  tale?).  But  not 
only  is  this  pursuit  of  constructed 
objectivity  impossible,  it  is 
undesirable. 

We  are  an  emotional  species. 
We  live,  die,  and  laugh;  emotion  is 
inherent  in  all  of  life's  processes.  A 
news  report  devoid  of  emotion  is  as 
useless  as  a  history  book  that  only 
offers  abstract  names  and  dates. 
What  we  envision  good  journalism, 
our  ideal  should  be  the  puruiit  of  a 
mean  between  two  ideological 
extremes;  somewhere  between 
(Ajectivity  and  subjectivity. 

The  obvious  argument  against 
this  notion  is  tfiat  subjectivity  is 
dangerous.  It  can  impose  upon  the 


reader  another  person's  values  and 
ideas,  leaving  the  reader  no  room  to 
formulate  Qkit  own  opinions.  But 
all  journalism  is  value-loaded,  wi^ 
the  intention  of  conveying  a 
vie  wpmnt.  It  is  also  argued  that  with 
subjective  reporting  you  can't  fully 
trust  what  the  reporter  is  telling  you. 
You  can't  fully  trust  what  an 
"objective"  journalist  says  cither. 

Popular  media  claims  to  be 
unbiased  and  value-free,  but  to  be 
value-free  is,  strangely  enough,  a 
value  in  itself  For  example:  « 
reporter  writes  about  a  man 
convicted  of  raping  a  woman.  Not 
commenting  on  the  sickness  of  the 
crime  is  a  commentin  itself  Perhaps 
it  is  even  a  commendation.  What  is 
needed  in  this  case  is  -  God  forbid  - 
an  opinion. 

The  admission  of  subjectivity 
would  expand  (he  parameters  of 
what  can  and  cannot  be  discussed. 
Subjectivity  should  be  stated  clearly 
instead  of  having  to  appear  as  some 
subversive  influence.  Perhaps  this 
would  bring  us  closer  to  the  truths 
that  our  society  so  dangerously 
ignores. 

Wedon'i  know  what  Aese  truths 
are,  or  if  they  will  ever  be  found.  All 
we  know  is  that  tl^y  are  being 
deliberately  avoided.  People  have  a 
Utopian  idea  that  we  all  live  in  a  free 
democracy.  But  what  we  oftot  fnget 
is  that  we  are  also  free  to  obey,  and 
this  is  the  safe  route  that  many 
journalists  choose  to  take.  A 
democracy  is  only  a  free  society 
when  its  citiiens  question  the 
boundaries  of  the  social  constructs 
in  which  they  perform. 


By  selec^^^^^grd,  you 
that  courc^BBHHj^Wis  place. 


RAND2M  THOUGHTS 


The  Neo-Conservative  Backlash  on  Aids 
Sexuality  and  Monogamy 


by  Toshiya  Kuwabara 

Many  people  find  ii  interesting 
to  sec  how  much  our  Western  soci- 
cly  has  "progressed"  since  Victo- 
rian tlnieti  -  m  era  synonymous  with 
sexual  repression,  exploitation,  and 
rigid  confonnity.  We  comfoitably 
like  to  think  that  we  have  actually 
gotten  sonKwhere  in  terms  of  social 
and  political  equality,  even  ftee- 
6fm.  And  that  the  ti^  clench  of 
fascism  would  never  happen  here, 
no  matter  what  way  it  might  mani- 
fest itself— -«ven  as  a  new  conserva- 
tism. 

Yet  here,  in  our  beloved  coun- 
try, you  can  siill  get  jailed  (and 
beaten)  foryour  scxualily,  still  have 
no  true  legal  recognition  forasame- 
sex  marriage,  can  still  get  Tired  for 
having  a  disease,  and  Mill  get  la- 
belled a  degenerate  for  not  living  up 
to  the  accepted  sexual  norms.  Our 
"modem"  society  is  as  deranged 
about  sex  as  it  was  a  hundred  years 
ago.  Bock  then,  the  big  thing  was 
masiurbaiton,  and  now  it's  sex  in 
general.  The  whole  crozincss  sur- 
rounding (he  subject  is  sa  over- 
whelming that  we  don't  even  recog- 
nize how  deranged  our  perceptions 
are.  But  if  you're  one  of  the  de- 
ranged, coasider  this;  how  many 
people  around  you  are  not  hcier- 
osexually  monogamous?  How  many 
are  considered  by  society  tube  sexual 
devianis'.'  Could  you  talk  lo  Ihcsc 
people  aboui  their  sexuality  as  eas- 
ily as  you  could  about  how  much 
sleep  they  got  last  nighi?  What  they 
ale  for  breakfast?  What  nKXxlthcy 're 
In?  Could  you  really?  As  you  read 
this  article,  siuing  coniloriubiy  on 
your  ass,  supported  by  a  condescend- 
ing Western  perspective,  you  might 
begin  to  squirm.  Not  feeling  too 
well?  It's  probably  the  uneasiness 
one  feels  when  trying  to  deal  with 
something  lhat'sonly  recently  come 
to  light,  that  is,  our  neurotic  cul- 
ture's reaction  toward  sex.  This 
reaction  is  nowhere  more  evident 
than  in  the  neo-con&ervative  back- 
lash concerning  AIDS,  sexuality, 
and  monogamy.  It  is  a  last  shot 
attempt  at  trying  to  preserve  two 
major  Western  instiuitions:  the 
nuclear  family  and  the  state,  both 
masquerading  as  reinforconents  of 
positive  (cnditional)  social  values. 

This  backlash  began  with  the 
medical  estoblistunent's  homoi^io- 
bic  portrayal  of  AIDS,  and  with  the 
help  of  media  and  government,  it 
reached  its  height  when  it  gained  the 
support  of  the  generally  misinformed 
public.  Blindly  believing  in  the 
weight  of  the  medical  word,  the 
public  never  bothered  to  question 
why.  How  Victorian. 

If  you  can  accept  th*  existence 
of  a  backlash,  then  it  is  possible  to 
examine  the  AIDS  paranoia  vs. 
AIDS  awareness,  that  is.  wc  are 
more^jaranoid  about  AIDS  than  we 
are  informed. 

In  the  early  eighties.  AIDS  began 
as  "the  Goy  Disease."  Ii  was  ass*)- 
ciated  with  a  promtscunus  lifestyle 
that  included  ana]  sex,  MiKinfurma- 
tion  was  picked  up  by  the  nm» 
media  and  fed  to  us  in  exponentially 
increasing  amounu.  One  of  the 
"scientirtc"  thooricft  regarding  Ok 
disease's  origin  was  that  it  came 


from  the  African  Green  monkey. 
Later,  the  disease  got  its  platform- 
name  (AIDS),  and  we  encountered 
tenns  like  HIV.  incubation  periods. 
ARC  (tww,  never  mentioned),  and 
transmission  (currently  the  hottest 
topic).  It  was  also  associated  with 
drug  use  ("dirty"  needle-sharing), 
and  it  ultimately  it  became  a  fright- 
ening reality  for  heterosexuals. 

From  the  beginning,  there  was  a 
racist  and  homophobic  tone,  whi^ 
thrived  under  the  cloak  of  the  medi- 
cal establishment  -  nothing  new. 
But  since  the  social -political  stal' s 
of  gsys  was.  and  still  is,  boieath  thai 
of  racial  minorities,  the  issue  of 
origin  was  drqjped.  leaving  the 
focus  of  concern  on  gays.  This  has 
only  helped  to  liKrease  homt^iho- 
bia,  as  it  was 
probably  in- 
tended to.  by  giv- 
ing  t(  a  twisted 
juslincation. 

To  under- 
stand how  the  fear 
of  AIDS  has  been 
exploited,  just 
look  at  past 
events.  A  known 
practice  was  to 
rob  restaurants, 
clearing  out  staff 
and  customers  by 
threatening  to 
contaminate  the 
food  with  AIDS- 
infccied  blood.  In 
addition,  legal 
rights  for  people 
wiih  AIDS  arc 
still  negligible. 
AIDS  victims  are 
ostracized,  criti- 
cized, fired,  or 
publicly  humili- 
ated. However,  if  you're  popular 
enough,  others  will  capitalize  from 
your  misfortune  in  the  name  of  AIDS 
awareness.  The  conse- 

quence of  this  paranoia  has  been  on 
intense  emphasis  on  traditional 
sexual  values,  such  as  heterosexual 
monogamy  and  "safe  sex",  in  other 
words,  the  couple  aiul  d>e  unbreak- 
able condom-  When  dte  couple  is 
intra-generatlofuU  and  romantically 
in  love,  this  is  called  '*normal."  All 
else  is  considered  perverse.  While 
I'm  not  saying  thai  there  is  anything 
wrong  with  t^wosing  a  "normal" 
relationship  (an  individual  decision), 
it's  the  fact  that  everything  else  has 
been  labelled  deviant  and  has  been 
stigmatized.  It's  important  to  under- 
stand why  this  stigmolization  is 
comtocted  to  the  AIDS  paranoia:  it 
preservesthenuclcarfomily.an  ideal 
thai  purports  a  capitalist  system.  This 
labelling  has  generally  gone  unques- 
tioned: an  Indifrerenl  public  allow- 
ing itself  to  be  spoon-fed  bullshit 
based  on  "expcil'*  knowledge. 

The  uncritical  occeplance  of  the 
media's  portrayal  of  AIDS,  a  kind 
of  enlhu.sia\lically  received  blind- 
fold, constitutes  the  "paranoia." 
while  undcntanding  the  actual  sig- 
ninconceof  AIDS  means  on  "aware- 
ness". This  concept  con  be  similariy 
applied  to  sexuality. 

The  public  view  of  sexuality 
has  be«n  a  twisted  one  at  best.  Afiin. 


people  ore  typed  as  either  "normal" 
or  perverse.  But  you  cannot  take 
something  like  human  sexuality  and 
use  it  to  categorize  people  into  dis- 
tinct types — asifth(^'llslayintheir 
discrete  category  for  life.  While 
sexuality  does  have  some  kind  of 
fundamental  basis,  it  is  superfluous 
in  luuire,  and  ts  something  thai  con 
change  over  time.  ITtis  means  that 
we  caimoi  view  people  under  spe- 
cific categories,  but  only  as  a  mix- 
ture of  types  at  best. 

Under  the  neo-conservative 
backlash,  people  wlio  aren't  stuck 
under  "nc*inal"  gel  labelled  with 
sick  coimotations.  This  is  especial  ly 
true  for  those  who  aren't  just  les- 
bian, gay.  at  bisexual,  confronting 
soisilive  norms  linked  to  volatile 


issues. 

For  instance,  sado-masochism 
and  the  subject  of  consent  and  power 
is  also  ai  issue.  To  quote  de  Sade. 
"your  body  is  yourown,  yours  alone: 
in  all  the  world  there  is  but  yourself 
who  has  the  right  to  enjoy  it  as  you 
see  fit"  Sensual  pleasure  is  on  indi- 
vidual right  and  should  be  a  per- 
sonal choice.  In  S&M,  ideally  this 
fTKaiu  that  the  person  in  the  sadist 
role  and  the  person  in  the  mosochist 
role  are  exereislng  their  own  right  to 
pleasure,  and  have  consented  to  do 
so.  In  either  role,  neither  person  Is 
simply  a  sadist  or  a  masochist  be- 
cause there  is  an  inter-play  between 
these  two  roles  in  each  person's 
mind.  And  since  each  person  ooop- 
erales  in  their  fcAt,  cither  individual 
con  choose  to  continue  or  stop.  It 
cormot  continue  without  consent. 
Therefore,  power  is  balsTKed  by 
consent. 

However,  the  way  S&M  is  por- 
trayed by  the  media  is  with  images 
of  a  dominant,  dnwling  sadist  ea- 
gerly whipping  ihc  daylighUi  (Hit  of 
a  helpless  chained  masochisi.  Al- 
though ihU  situation  is  poMible.  it 
isn't  real  S&M  but  a  separation  of 
the  "S"  and  the  "M."  When  there  is 
no  tnicr-play  between  the  nsic  of 
sadist  and  masochist  in  either  per- 
son's mind,  there  Is  nomutual  pleas- 
ure, balance  of  power,  or  mutual 
cofuenl.  This  separairon  of  %adiim 


and  masochism,  so  prevaiem  in  our 
cultural  psyche,  is  truly  side.  The 
problem  then,  is  that  the  nudia  and 
the  general  oon-S&M  population 
aulomaiically  see  S&M  in  this 
twisted  way.  This  is  especially  true 
utKier  the  backlash,  since  its  view  oi 
the  relation  between  consent  and 
power  is  closely  tied  to  the  issue  of 
rape.  50  thai  S&M  is  simply  seen  as 
sadism  which  is  sexual  assault  of 
the  worst  kind.  Sexual  assault  is 
defined  as  anything  from  sexual 
harassment  to  rape. 

Oneof  the  least  known, yet  most 
important, articles  on  rape  was  writ- 
ten by  Gcrmaine  Greer,  "Seduction 
is  a  four  Icticr  word".  One  of  her 
points,  in  today's  tenns.  is  thai  a 
"No  means  No"  approach  just  isn't 
enough  because  a 
person  (usually  a 
man)  could  ex- 
ploit the  trust  of 
another  person 
(usually  a 
woman)  to  gain 
consent.  This  is 
one  aspect  of 
what  Greer  calls 
the  "sexual  rip- 
ofT',  when  some- 
one abuses  their 
power  in  a  rela- 
tionship for  their 
own  callous 
interests.  There- 
fore, rape  is  pos- 
sible wiih  con- 
sent. It  is  a  seri- 
ous abuse  of 
power  and 
whether  wc  like 
it  or  not.  power 
has  a  pan  in  any 
inlimaie  relation- 
ship. 

Unfominaiety  in  our  society, 
men  generally  leom  to  blindly  abuse 
power  in  order  to  get  what  they  want 
out  of  a  relabon&hip,  meaning 
women  and  children  usually  get 
fucked  in  the  end.  So  more  impor- 
tant than  just  how  power  is  used  is 
how  conscious  you  are  of  its  use  and 
distribution  in  any  relationship. 

We  forget  thai  in  Wesicni  soci- 
ety, sexual  assault  is  generally  not 
seen  as  being  in  a  class  of  its  o\h-n, 
buicloscrioanaclofpasskin.  Hence, 
the  huge  confusion  between  what  is 
rape  and  what  is  love.  A  confusion 
with  serious  conscqttcnccs  for  men 
socialized  into  sadism  and  maso- 
chism for  vbYvnco  (the  separation  of 
-S-and-M-^. 

One  factor  in  the  gross  pobUc 
image  of  paedophilia  (literally. 


adult-child  love)  and  epbebepfailia 
(gay  adult-adolesceot  love)  is  thai, 
chiidhood  has  come  \o  symbolize 
absolute  sexual  purity,  inooceoce 
and  naivete;  an  image  having  no 
relation  to  reality.  Sex  is  seen  as 
something  "aduU"  in  nature,  and 
therefore,  "dirty"  do  mancr  how 
much  we  sanitize  it  by  making  it 
mechanical  (remember  sex  ed. 
classes?)  or  have  it  injected  with 
airy  bullshit  romanticism  (a  tradi- 
tion fw  straights). 

The  truth  it.  childrrn  are  just  as 
aware  of  their  sexual  feelings  OS  any 
other  sense.  Other  non-western 
"backward"  societies  realize  this, 
and  regard  the  capacity  for  such 
feelings  in  their  children  as  per- 
fectly normal.  However,  oursocicty 
still  chooses  to  treat  sexuality  as 
something  "adult"  and  thus  alien  to 
children,  setting  the  stage  {<x  our 
sexual  neuroses  from  childhood.  As 
aresult,  we'll  go  to  sexologists  who 
apparently  know  more  about  our- 
selves than  we  do,  spending  our 
money  to  listen  to  such  crap  -  be- 
lieving in  the  "experts"  raiher  than 
ourselves.  How  comforting. 

And  so,  since  the  new  "awire- 
ness"  on  child  abuse  ojkJ  rape,  paedo- 
philes and  ephcbephilcs  are  perse- 
cuted to  an  even  greater  exteni. 
especially  gays.  \o  add  to  the  AIDS 
paranoia.  At  the  same  time,  most 
sexual  assaults  are  slil!  disregarded 
or  even  ignored,  because  ihc  major- 
ity of  ihcm  hcieroscxual,  and  in 
confomiance  with  our  sexual  norms. 
As  Jane  Rule  would  say:  "censoring 
scriousdiscussionofunconvcnlioful 
rx;i.wal  relationships  docs  nothing  to 
proieci  those  who  mighi  be  cx- 
ploiicd." 

To  sum  up,  what  most  people 
sec  as  ■•progress"  since  ihc  cariy 
SO's.  has  been  nothing  bui  a  bniial 
neo-consejvatr\'c  backlash  -  fascism 
as  plain  as  can  be  -  where  confor- 
mance is  the  rule.  If  the  rule  is 
broken,  one  faces  stigmaiizacion  as 
an  immoral  deviant  (achild  molester 
or  a  kind  of  leper,  in  association 
with  the  image  of  AIDS  u  a  plague). 
Love  comes  to  be  defined  as  heteio- 
sexual  monogamous,  while  rape  is 
dcfiDed  as  SIlM.  cphcbephiUo.  etc 
All  pan  of  the  popular  right-wTong 
dichotomy  apprruch,  ryptcal  of  our 
society's  Victorian  reasoning. 

To  qude  Gcrmaine  Greer  "You 
may  think,  dear  reader,  thai  I  have 
overstated  my  case .  The  attack  upon 
my  own  culture  is,  indeed,  extreme, 
but  the  weight  of  custom  is  heavy  as 
life  and  its  brde  is  thtcL" 


RAND2M  THOUGHTS 


Send  Help  PUtuc 


by  Mole 

When  the  TTC  stiike  was  stiU  in 
full  swing  my  Toonunaie  enjoyed 
yelling  ind  madly  gesticulating  ai 
our  black  &  white  TV  during  the 
mecfia  coverage  ot  CityPulse.  Spittle 
would  emerge  from  the  comen  of 
his  lips,  his  face  would  turn  an  odd 
shade  of  burgundy.  He  would  spill 
glass  after  glass  of  Bushmills  as  he 
leapt«  flailing,  from  his  chair  at  the 
union  representatives  on  the  screen. 

"No  more  fucking  discussion!" 
he  w(HiId  suddenly  screech,  "Get  in 
there  and  clobber  the  flickers  with 
billy  cUibs!" 

This  was  only  the  beginning, 
however.  After  a  while,  he 
developed  an  odd  feti^  tor  scotch 
and  vtc^ent  classical  music.  "I  want 
music  thai  sounds  like  tanks  rolling 
over  eastern  Europe,"  he  declared 
recently,  and  he  immediately 
purchased  Wagner's 
Gottodanmicrung.  Up  until  this 
point,  be  was  saiisried  with  the 
soundtrack  for  The  Empire  Strikes 
Back. 

One  sunny  day  while  watching 
Count  Duckula.  my  roommate 
declared,  "Godammit,  1  warn  e 
fucking  pipe!"  Without  further 
discussion,  we  walked  purposefully 
to  Winston  &  Holnws  in  Yorkville 
where  he  inirchascd  a  $65  pipe  and 
all  accessories,  including  pipe 
cleonerH.  a  special  pipe  lighter  and  a 
large  pouch  of  Crown  Achievement 
tobacco.  He  charged  the  hundred- 
dollar  bill  to  his  Amcx  card. 

After  this  display  of  monetary 
decadence,  we  capped  the  evening 
off  with  two  Big  Bonanza  steaks  at 
Lindy's. 

Later  on  that  week,  while 
smoking  his  pipe  and  reading 
Ciausewitz's  treatise  On  War.  my 
roommate  asked  me  if  I  had  any 
recommendations  for  violent 
classical  music. 

"For  die  sound  of  jackboots 
marching  on  Leningrad,  I  personally 
recommend  Shostakovich's 
symfrfwny  number  eleven,  1905.  It 
is  a  fuie  piece  of  music,  reflecting 
said  composer's  belief  that  he  was 
receiving  musical  transmissions 
from  the  cosmos  through  the 
shntpoel  embedded  in  his  skull 
during  World  War  Om" 

We  iramediaiely  bought  1905 
at  Sam's.  It  has  been  his  favourite 
ever  since- 1  often  rciura  fiwn  classes 
in  the  early  evening  to  see  my 
roommate  staring  out  of  our 
seventecnth-ftoorwindow,  listening 
to  Shostakovich  ai  an  unbearable 
volume*  smcdcing  his  pipe  and 
sipping  01  his  Chivas  Regal.  It  is  a 
terrifying  sight. 

Lately  I  have  been  increasing 
and  io^Hoving  my  magazine  rack.  I 
find  tfiis  to  be  a  itoblc  venture.  I  now 
have  a  c(»isidmble  volume  of 
Soldier  of  F<wtune,  Playboy  and  30 
Days  m  the  Church  and  the  World 
magazlfies.  I  have  also  become 
ittscinated  with  Maximum  Rock  a* 
Roll  and  its  sexually  perverted 
colimuust,  Myket  Board. 

In  the  morning  t  wear  my  puke- 
yettow  Schlitz  beach  hat  that  I 


bou^t  in  Hampfon  Beach  ar>d  fl^ 
ihrouf^  my  magazines  instead  of 
reading  feminist  tbeoty.  Afto*  a  good 
hour  of  dtis.  I  shower  and  leave  the 
apartment  to  fuel  my  other  vice. 

I  have  developed  several 
destmctive  habits,  consisting  of 
Glenlivet,  Marlboros  and  CD 
purchases  over  $100  at  Record 
Peddler  and  Suiuise.  However,  the 
greatest,  most  deiucnictive  habit 
which  gets  in  the  way  of  my 
schootwork  and  social  life  is  Tbco 
Bell. 

Taco  Bell  has  provided  a  Taco 
Supreme.  Combo  Burrito.  Nacho 
Supreme  and  small  Pepsi  (widi  free 
reftUs)  addiction  that  is  not  only 
unbreakable,  but  also  more 
gratifying  than  nicotine  or  caffeine. 
Their  food  also  produces  the  most 
satisfying  bowel  movements 
imaginable.  How  Img  has  it  beeni 

During  a  forty  last  term,  my 
good  frierKl  Dave  said  to  me  (afters 
Combo  Burrito  and  Clucken  Soft 
Taco  to  go),  "Mole,  why  don't  you 
have  a  sex  god?*' 

"Well.  I  never  thought  of  it 
really I  replied,  rfioveling  the  last 
of  the  pre-digested  mess  on  my 
purple  paper  Taco  Bell  plate  into 
my  mouth. 

On  that  happy  note.  Dave 
removed  two  small  potatoes  from 
my  fridge,  broke  open  one  of  my 
condoms  and  inserted  the  potatoes 
into  iL 

These  are  the  testicles."  said 
Dave  as  he  attached  them  to  the 
wall.  "We  now  need  a  phallus.  Do 
you  have  a  candle?" 

I  produced  flcandle.  Dave  placed 
it  above  the  testicles.  He  then  made 
a  face  out  of  two  unused  coffee 
fillers  (eyes),  the  butt  of  a  Cuban 
cigar  (nose)  and  an  empty  container 
of  hair  styling  gel  (mouth). 

"We  arc  ready  to  worship."  said 
Dave.  "Light  the  phallus.  But  first, 
bum  your  hand." 

I  did,  and  so  did  he.  We  tit  the 
candle. 

"Whaiis  this  false  idol'sname?" 
I  asked. 

"Ahulahulahula,"5aidDave.  At 
thai,  we  began  to  prance  around 
chanting  ihe  name  of  our  great 
Fertility  God.  In  the  name  of 
Ahulahulahuls,  Most  Gracious, 
Most  Metriful!  Bestow  your  most 
Holy  blessings  upon  us  unworthy 
mortals!  Ahulahulahula! 
Ahulafaulahula!  Blessed  be  his 
name}  TheCherisherandSustainer 
of  the  Worids!  Thee  do  we  worship! 

My  roommate  did  not  find  this 
b^viour  odd.  He  simply  smoked 
his  pipe  and  ignored  It,  sipping 
happily  on  his  Chivas  Regal  and 
wallowing  in  his  Stalinist  fantasies. 
The  first  movmeni  of  C&ri  Cuff's 
Carraina  Burana  was  feverishly 
cltmaxing  and  the  sweet  smell  of 
pipe  tobacco  hung  heavily  in  the 
room. 

If  tKither  my  roommate  gci 
laid  soon,  things  will  really  start 
getting  weird.  God  help  us.  Irkch 
Allah. 


■fbr  «h  • .  ■ 
'/f  -for  txh  -  '  ■ 
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Mike  Tyson's 
Punch-Out 


hy  John  Slonim 

Mike  Ty&on  stands  befort  ihe 
Law  accused  of  raping  an  etghiecn 
year  old  girl.  He  is  facing  the 
possibiliiyoruconvictiunihuicuuld 
possibly  send  him  lo  jail  for  sixiy- 
ihrec  years.  The  grave  scriausncss 
of  his  siiual  ion  has  been  disioncd  by 
Ihe  media  into  a  horri/lc  circus.  A 
frenzy  hu:<  buill  around  ihe  trial, 
the  press  diligently  tries  to  "make' 
news.  Actual  seals  to  sii  in  on  the 
proceedings  have  been  scalped  for 
up  10  a  hundred  dollars  each.  As 
different  causes  swarm  to  the 
defen';e  of  (he  respective  parties, 
truth  becomes  a  cumbersome 
inconvenience.  Thi-s  is  the  world  of 


The  Gulf  'War'  exploded  CNN 
into  a  ratings  cash  cow.  and 
overnight  CNN  became  an 
institution.  A  stream  of  events  has 
passed  by.  like  differeni  epUodes  of 
a  new  sliow  about  rc|K>rteni  tie: 
ENG).  The  Soviet  Coup...The 
Clarence  Thomas  bearings... Willy 
Kennedy  trial. ..and  coming  up  Mike 
Tyson  goes  up  against  his  toughirsi 
match  yet  -  walch  as  he  tries  to  beat 
the  rap.  only  on  CNN. 

In  ilie  wake  of  ihc  success  of 
CNN.  the  television  news 
'magazine*  has  emerged.  Hard 
Copy-  A  Current  Affair. ..and  of 
counc.  Now  It  Call  Be  Told.  These 


'the  big  story',  the  television  front 
page  headline. 

The  furious  exciicnwni  created 
byTyson'slrial  isjustanoihcrcvent 
in  the  conversion  of  news  into 
eniertainmcni.  In  the  golden  age  of 
news  reels,  the  meu;a  was  a  thinly 
disguised  propaganda  unit.  With 
socicly's  growing  mistrust  of  ihc 
government,  the  pursuit  of  truth 
became  a  symbol  for  freedom. 
Reporters  were  modem  day  knights 
fighting  against  deception  loexposc 
the  corrupt.  Appropriately,  the 
biggest  story  of  the  rwwspaper  age 
was  the  uncovering  of  apresidcntial 
conf^iiracy.  Currently,  the  power  of 
the  (elcvisiun  as  news  source  has 
come  inio  iis  own.  Oliver  Notth. 
proved  lo  be  the  first  real  superstar 
of  this  nwdium.  His  electrifying 
presence  was  a  bona  fide  ratings 
sMnncr.  A  whole  new  cotKcpt  in 
programming  w  is  invented  people 
sitting  and  watchmg  real  life  a\  if  it 
were  ficiinn. 


shows  combine  news  with 
everyone's  favourite  topics:  sex  and 
violence. 

Collectively  ihey  arc 
representative  of  our  society.  As 
much  OS  the  light .  manipulative  news 
reels  of  the  thirties  and  forties  were 
representative  of  a  society  which 
was  rigid  and  faithful,  tabloid  T.V. 
is  the  result  of  a  country  thai  is 
disillusioned.  A  country  of  people 
who  have  been  desensitised  by  a 
continuous  onslaught  of  death, 
disease  and  disappointment. 

Mike  Tyson  stands  before  the 
court  accused  of  raping  an  eighteen 
year  old  woman.  His  guilt  or 
tmiocencc  has  lost  its  meaning  in  a 
world  that  is  numb.  As  thousands  of 
missiles  were  fired  on  Iraq,  we  sat 
and  watched  as  if  it  were  some 
colossal  video  game.  All  of  the 
people  on  TV  are  jusi  make-bclievc 
actors  putting  tma  show.  If  no  Iraqir 
were  really  dying,  then  Tyson  can'i 
really  goto  jail  for  twenty  years,  can 
he? 


CONVERTING  TO  TTC-ISM 


by  Sean  (Kmglit  Rider)  Fisher 


Danif  tie  tmaa  I  wu 
caavoMt  iMO  ■  ptmumai  TTC 
1  Imvc  ubiIpiI  mfiat  the 
TTC  evea  vrbea  Tn  not  pie^ 
•BywbcR.  Eveaif  jtmaktsmiR 
Mroe  to  <trive.  I  would  nther  (brit 
overlay  S2X)0(ar  whatever  Ibehdl 
il  is  aow)  to  I  on  be  ttktn  to  the 
comer  store.  And  this  is  cooing 
ftoBiiumeuue  who.  during  piAerty. 
thought  (hit  the  nttaoKtHte  wn  the 
uldnttle  symbol  of  cuidiood.  When 
my  parents  hnxkd  over  the  keys  (0 
the  yellow  Volkswagen  Rabbit  I 
was  tnmfonned  fmm  a  boy  into  a 
macbaman.  ButnowIseetlwetTor 
of  my  ways. 

My  leap  of  £iith  took  place  one 
daik  night  00  the  Highway  of  Death 
(the401).  1  was  driving  borne  frocn 
Mississauga  to  Totooto.  which  is  an 
utqileasant  honor  at  the  best  of  limes. 
I  had  doiK  this  drive  ail  suimner  and 
the  fearl  bad  ofiginally  experienced 
had  been  replaced  by  a  Jaded 
arrogance.  My  phSceopby  had 
become  this:  Don '  t  let  anyotte  pu^ 
yaaarotudoaihe40l!  They  posh 
you  aiound  and  their  gonna  get 
something  back! . 

A  stupid  philosophy. 

Racing  by  Yotkdale  Mall  in  the 
fast  Une  I  saw  the  signs  for  the  lum- 
ofT  to  Avenue  Road.  I  put  on  my 
flicker  to  get  into  a  slower  lane.  The 
higfabeams  of  a  car  about  two- 
Imndred  feel  behind  me  were 
suddenly  —  in  a  psiod  of  seconds 
— rightonmytaiL  J  changed  Lanes, 
and  as  the  ird  Xnos-AiiLpassedme 
I  gave  the  guy  in  the  passenger  seat, 
and  his  friend,  what  I  thought  tbey 
ileservcd..jny  middle  finger.  It's 
not  a  violent  symbol  leally,  just  a 
pohie  profanity,  and  T  expected 
stHnething  back  etjually  polite. 
That's  what  usually  happened  at 
least. 

Their  fuBl  method  of  attackwas 
to  throw  rocks  at  my  car.  Not  an 
tmusual  reaction.  1  guessed 
nervously.  'Igavetbeguythefinger, 
therefore  he  is  a  liidc  bit  angty",  I 
dioughl. 

Logical.  Makes  sense!  No 
reason  to  panic  yeti! 

Despite  the  faa  thai  both  cars 
were  going  about  14(San  theguy  in 


He  poaeotBraeatcianbed  halfway 
oMofliiswiBdawaadlnBilMpundi 
my  car.  1  lealiaed  then  that  maybe 
thetewocBOlrviaadpeofle.  Next 
they  triedtofimineofflbe  load,  aad 
wben  ifaM  ftikd  diey  tried  to  make 
me  stop  my  car  by  slowing  down 
npfaOyiaboaarnie.  Thatftiledaa. 
weD  and  soon  we  were  both 
chockeiboanling  in  and  out  of  hi^ 
intensity  traCRe  al  150  km.  For  a 
brief  moment  I  even  began  (0  cajoy 
myself,  thiiiMng,  I  suppose,  thai  t 
was  in  a  Buit  Reynolds  movie. 


SuddetUy  1  had  a  vision  of  L.A. 
highway  shootings  and  the  Bun 
Reynolds  movie  ended.  Thischase 
wasnotajoke.  These  guys  wanted 
my  blood  on  the  pavement.  So  I 
tried  to  fool  diem  inloihinking  I  was 
going  to  exit.  I  ditjve  onto  the  exit 
ramp  and  at  the  last  possible  second 
Ipulledbackoolotbe401.  Ithought 
1  had  just  perfotmed  a  move  of  Ian 
Fleming  propoftions.  Botthey  could 
not  be  fooled;  dtey  wete  on  my  tail 
the  whole  time.  No  mailer  what  I 
did,  they  were  always  two  steps 


aheadoTaw.  IdildieaiaediiRtai 
the  nen  exit,  and  at  t  pulled  back 
Into  Ofalfic  I  waa  pearty  oMNrKrrf 
.byatraufwRlnick.  Ineedcdapfao, 
lod  I  needed  one  fast,  before  I  was 
dead! 

SotBiedloaiBikoflhelocatioa 
aflbeneaiestpol>ce>tatiaii.Iwa<iiU 
lead  these  guys  into  a  tnpl  '  Very 
ingeniowat \  I  thought piwdly.  Sol 
legaiaed  my  composure,  diwc 
ahead  calmly  aow  thai  I  hada  plan, 
and  t  read  the  license  plate  number 
in  my  tear-view  mirror. 

The  only  polke  station  I  could 
think  of  was  the  Yoogeand  Eglinton 
police  stalioa  lexitedootoBayview 
near  SbeppanL  I  was  miles  away 
from  Yonge  and  Eglinton  and  1 
prayed  1  wouldn't  hit  too  many  red 
lights.  Bysomemhaclcifyoucan 
beUeve  this,  I  had  green  lights  all  die 
way  there;  except,  of  course,  for  the 
last  hgbt  at  Yonge  and  Eglinton,  one 
block  away  &t>m  the  police  siatioo. 
All  I  could  see  was  a  ted  Ught  in 
from  of  me  and  a  police  station  just 
beyond  it,  and  in  my  rearview  mirror 
a  huge,  vfoleiK  looking  man  with  his 
fists  cleoched  getting  out  of  a  red 
Trans- Am. 

Suddenly  it  occurred  (0  me  thai 
my  doors  were  unlocked.  Inapanic 
I  locked  them.  Two  secofHls  later  1 
saw  a  fist  come  potinding  down 
onto  my  flimsy  Nissan  Micra 
window.  He  did  this  four  times.  I 
looked  him  directly  in  the  eyes 
because  I  had  read  somewhere  that 
,  this fiightens dogs-  .  ....  . 

"WHYDYOUtjIVEMETHE 
FINGER  YOU  FUCKING 
ASSHOLE  -  I  KILL  YOU  YOU 
FUCKIN-  FUCKER!!".  Then  he 
pounded  my  window  a  few  times 
again,  exc^  harder.  I  wondered 
how  strong  the  windovra  were  on 
my  friendly  little  Japanese  car. 

The  light  was  still  red  and  was, 
apparently,  in  no  hmiy  to  change. 

"COME  OUT  SO  1  CAN 
FIGHT  YOU  MAN!" 

"Okayl"  I  sail),  dunking  at  the 
same  time 'why  has  this  word  come 
out  of  my  nM»ith?'.-  "Meet  me  up 
ahead  about  one  btock!"  I  said,  with 
tlie  coot  grace  of  a  Bogart...or  a 
Travolta. 


Thiscocfuedbiffl.  Keaaccd 
aneb)«Uy.~WHY7!rHectic«L 

At  thai  maoHat  I  saw  the  Ughit 
diante  greca.  My  fool  hit  Ifae  noor 
and  I  swung  into  the  police  uarion 
parking  lot.  I  waited  and  wailed  in 
a  nervous  fieazy.  but  they  never 
airived.  My  whole  body  shook  on 
the  way  home  and  somehow  every 
cw  that  was  driving  behind  me  begin 
looking  like  a  red  Trans-Am. 
Neveithelesa,  I  made  it  home. 

Slowly  and  systemadcally, 
every  romanticism  I  have  ever  had 
abota  driving  has  been  destroyed.  I 
had  already  figured  out  before  that 
night  that  driving  was  expensive, 
since  I  kept  gettiog  $40  parking 
tickets  for  dropping  off  movies  at 
video  stores.  I  had  also  figured  out 
that  there  b  ahsdulely  nowhere  to 
park  in  this  city,  and  that  cars  are 
bad  for  Ihe  envirotmiem,  and  bMi, 
blah,  blah.  But  up  until  that  night  i 
had  not  lost  faith  in  the  idea  dial 
driving  was  fun.  h  was  fun.  so  I 
dKNjglil,  because  it  meam  freedom. 
Also,  1  stupidly  believed  that  1  was, 
at  least  relatively,  safe.  1  thought 
that  aJI  other  drivers  were  at,  or 
around,  the  same  sanity  level  tliat  1 
was  at.  But  now  I  know  that  if  you 
see  someone  driving  like  a  tnaniac 
on  the  401,  it  probably  means  they 
arc  a  maniac  off  of  the  401  as  well 
Just  let  ihem  go  by  and  get  youiielf 
home  safely. 

Driving  has  ceased  to  make  any 
amountofscnsetome.  Entering  the 
.flame&ofheUihataightldiscovered 
that  heaven  is  a  little  balding  man 
with  an  ugly  brown  polyester  siut. 
with  a  whistle  in  his  mouth,  sticking 
hisheadoutofasubway  window.  1  . 
have  learned  that,  finnn  almost  every 
angle,  my  life  is  just  more  simple 
and  safe  cn  the  TTC  Granted,  they 
shooltin't  taiae  the  fares  so  much, 
and  they  shouldn't  go  on  strike  for 
idiotic  reasons.  And  yea.  it  doesn't 
take  yott  everywhere,  and  the 
subway  closes  too  eariy.  But  m  a 
contest  betweaa  highway  of  doom 
ondlhetransitsystem.dieTTCwins 
hands  down 

Hallelujah.'  I  have  seen  the 
Ught! 


Fuck  M  love  pociu  io  ihc  ^cH'i 


(  '\ 


"What  Rough  Beast. 


by  Blitz 

tivtng  a  oighi  of  pocuy  and  guiur.  where  we  t 
stng  and  play  as  danceni  whirl  i 
taugfa  I 
kiss  and 

gcnilehands  touch 
in  the  darkness  of  the  front  room 
work  done  for  now-  we  left  it  behind  and  are  | 

all  there,  all  here 
three  chord  magic  songs  of  god.  Love,  openhcaxl  I 
kindness  and  GO!  afMl  acid  | 
dreams  and  life  AND  \ 
spirit  and  body  regard  each  other  -  twins  joined  ai  ! 
■  birth,  lovers,  inccsi-drcamcni- 
uniied  both,  bowed  both 
and  commenced  a  joyous  maya 
walu  in  infmiic  lime 


to  grimly  marching  monks  our  caravan  may  seem 
to  shamble: 

to  drosc  who  worship  the 
perfection  of  death  wc  may 
seem  rough,  unfinished: 

to  those 

who  have  replaced  cock  and  cunt  with  television 
screens  and  who  -  chauHeured  by  Despair  - 
never  leave  their  smokc-bekbing  vehicles  to 
tOiKh  barefoot  to  ground  we  may  Indeed 
seem  bestial, 
but  we  come  with  de&tructioo  for  all  prophecies 


m\  college 

ien\rPoni\DL 
march  7/92 

$20iiwl5ta!crli 

$30  othert 


